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To her Grace the Dutcheſs of Richmond. 
MAD A M, 
HE Reputation that this Play received on the Stage, ſome few Er- 
rors excepted, was more than | conld well hope from ſo Cen- 
ſorious an Age, from whom 1 ask but ſo much neceſſary Praiſe 
as willſerve, once or twice a Year at moſt, to gain their good 
Company, and juſt keep me alive. | 
There is net now that Mankind that was then, 
When as the Sun and Man did ſeen to ſtrive ' — 
(Foynt-Tenants of the World) who ſhould \ ſurvive: 
When if 4 ſlow-pas"d Star had ftol'n away, 
From the Obſervers marking, he might ſtay 
T wo or three hundred years to ſee't agen, 
Hnd then make up his Obſervation plain. Dr. Donn. 
For, *tis impoſſible in our limited Time (and 1 bring his-Opinion to back 
my own, who is without compariſon the beſt Writer of the Age) to pre- 
ſent our Judges a Poem half ſo perfeCt as we-cou'd make it. 1 muſt ac- 
knowledge, Afedam, with all humility, I ought to have taken more time 
and more pains in this Tragedy, becauſe it is dedicated to Your Grace, 
who being the beſt Judge, (and therefore can when You pleaſe make us 
tremble) yet with exceeding Mercy have pardon'd the defeQts of Theo- 
doſius, and given it Your entice Approbation. My Genis, Madam, was 
Your Fayourite when the Poet was unknown, and openly receiv'd Your 
Smiles before 1 had the Honour to pay Your Grace the moſt ſubmiſlive 
Gratitude for ſo illuſtrious and advantageous a ProteCtion. To let the 
World too know that You do not think it beneath You to be officiouſly 
Good, even from extremeſt Heights to diſcern the loweſt Creatures, and 
give them all the Nobleſt Influence You can, You brought Her Royal 
ighneſs juſt at the exigent Time, whoſe ſingle Preſence on the Poets 
day is a Subſiſtence for him all the Year after. Ah, Madan, if all the 
ſhort-liv'd Happineſs that miferable Poets can enjoy conſiſt in Commen- 
dation onely ; nay, iſthe moſt part are content with Poplar Breath, and 
even for that are thankful : How ſhall I expreſs my ſelf to Your Grace,who 
by a particular Goodneſs, and innate Sweetneſs, meerly for the ſake of 
doing well, have thus rais*d me above my ſelf. To have Your Graces 
Fayour, is, ina word, to have the Applauſeof the whole Court, who are 
its Nobleſt Ornament, magnificent and eternal Praiſe. Something there 
is1n Your Meen ſo much above that we vulgarly call Charming, that to me 
it ſeems Adorable, and Your Preſence almoſt Divine, whoſe dazling and 
Majeſtick Form is a proper Manſion for the moſt elevated Soul : And let 
me tell the World, nay, ſighing ſpeak it to a Barbarovs Age (1 cannor 
help calling it ſo, when think of Rome and Greece) Your extraordinary 
Love for Heroick Poetry is not the leaſt Argument to ſhew the Greatneſs 
of Your Migd, and fulaeſs of Perfeltion. To hear You ſpeak with that 
A2 infinite 
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infinite Sweetneſs and Chearfulneſs of Spirictbat is natural't@'Your Grace, 
is methinks to hear our Tutelar Angels; ?Tis to bemoan the preſent ma. 
licious Times, and remember the Golden Age : But to behold yoatbo, is 
to. make Prophets quite forget their Heaven, and bind the Poets with eter- 


nal Rapture. ye __— 

nencadgh Her pirs and eloquent Blood 

Spoke in her Cheths, and ſo diſtinitly wrohght, 
That one might almoſt ſay, her Body thought. 


You for whoſe Body God made' bitter Clay, / 
Or tock Souls Stuff,” ſuth a3 ſhall late decay, 


Or ſich as need ſmall change "at" the laſt day. \ 'Dr:Donn: 


Ziphares and Semandra were firſt Your Graces Favourites; and 
though I ought not, - Madam, to praiſe Your Wit by Your Judgment of 
my Painting, yet I muſt ſay, Such Charafters/every Dawber cannot draw. 
Ithas been often obſerved againſt me, That 1 abound-in ungovern'd Fan- 
cy; but I hope the World will pardon the- Sallties'of Youth : Age, De- 
ſpondence, and Dulneſs-come tod faſt of, themſelves... 1 diſcommend no 
Man for keeping the beaten Road z but Iam ſurethe Noble Hunters that 
follow the Game,mult leap Hedges and Ditches ſometimes, and run atall, 
or never coinein tothe tall of the Quarry. My comfort is,, I cannot be 
foridiculous'a Creatureto any Man as | am to my elf : for, who ſhould 
know' the Houſe ſo well as the Good Man: at home ? who when his 
Neighbours come to ſee him, ſtill/ſets the beſt Rooms to view z-2nd if he 
be not a wilful Aſs, keeps the Rubbiſh and' Lumber in ſome dark Hole, 
where no body comes but himſelf, to mortifie at-mUancholy Hours. Bar 
how then, Madan, in this unſuitable condition; how ſhall 1 anſwer the 
infinite Honours and Obligations Your Grace” has laid vpon me? Your 
Grace, who is the moſt beautiful Idea of Love and Glory ; who, to that 
Divine Compoſition, have the nobleſt and beſt-natur?d Witin the World, 
Alll can promiſe, Aadam, and be able to perform, is, That Your Grace 
ſhall never fee a Play of mine that ſhall give offence to Modeſty and Ver- 
toe ; and what |, humbly offer to the World, ſhall be of uſe atleaſt, and 1 
hope deſerve imitation : which, is, or ought tobe, I am ſure, the Deſiga 
of all Tragedies and Comedies both Ancient and Modern. I ſhould preſume 
to promiſe my ſelf too ſome Succeſs in things of this nature,if Your Grace 
(in whom the Charms of Beauty,, Wit, and Goodneſs ſeem reconcil'd) at 
aleiſure Hour would condeſcend to correct with Your excellent Judg- 
ment, the Errors of, 


M AD A M, 
Your Graces moſt humble, 
moſt obedient, and devoted Servant, 
NAT. LEF. 
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Force of Love. 


ACTI SCENE]. 


A ſtately Temple, which repreſents the Chriſtian Religion, as in its firſt 


Magnificence : Being but lately eſtabliſht at Rome and Conſtanti- 
nople. The ſide Se:nes ſhew the horrid Tortures, with which the Ro- 
man Tyrarts perſecuted the Church, and the flat Scene, which is the 
limit of the proſpett,, d:ſcovers an Altar richly adorn'd, before it 
Conſtantine, ſuppos'd kneel; with Commanders about bh:m, 7azing 
at a bloody Croſs in the Aire, wh:ch being incompaſed with many An. 
gels, offer s it ſelf to view, with theſe words diſtinitly written, (la 
hoc ſigao viaces ')) [ſtruments are heard, and mary Attendants : 
The Miniſters at D:vine Service, walk buſily up and down. Till 
Atticus the chief of all the Prieſts, and ſucceſſor of St, Chryioſtom, 
inrich Robes, comes forward with the Philoſopher Leontine. The 
Waiters in ranks bowing all the way before him. 


A Chorus heard at diſtance. 


Prepare, prepare | the Rites begin, 
Let none unballow'd enter in ;, 

The Temple with new Glory ſhines, 
Aadorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 
And purge the place from Sin. 


Attic. Leontinz / was ever Morn like this, 
S£irce the Celeſtial Incarnation dawn'd ? 


I thick no Day ſince that, ſuch Glory gave 
To Chriſtian Altars, as this morning brings. 
B Leg. 
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Leon. Great Succeſſor, of holy Chryſoſtom, 
Who now Triumphs above a Saint of Honour: 
Next in degree to thoſe bright Sons of Heav'n; 
Wao never fell, nor ſtain'd their Ocient Beams : 
What ſhall I anſwer ? How ſhall I approach you 
Since my Converſion, which your breath inſpir'd? 
Attic. To ſee this Day, th' Emperour of the Eaſt, 
Leave all the pleaſures that the Earth caa yield, 
That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent; 
la his Life's ſpring, and bloom of gavvdy years, 
To undergo the penance of a Cloyſter, 
Confin'd to narrow Rooms, and gloomy walks, 
Faſtings and Exerciſes of Devotioo, 
Which from his bed at midnight muſt awake him, 
Methinks, O Leontine! is ſomething more, 
Than yet Philoſophy, could ever reach. 
Leone. True, Atticus, you have amaz'd my reaſon. 
Attic. Yet moce, to our Religions laſting honour : 
Marina and Flavilla, tuvo young Virgins, 
Imperial born, caſt in the faireſt mould, 
That e're the hands of beauty form'd for Woman ; 
The Mirrors of our Court, where Chaſtity 
And Innocence might Copy ſpotleſs Luſter ; 
To Day with Theodeſins leave the World. 
Leont. Methinks at ſuch a glorious reſignation, 
The Angelick Orders fhould at once deſcend, 
Ia all the Paint and Drapery of Heav'h ; 
With Charming Voices, and with lulling ſtrings,. 
To give full grace to ſuch Triumphant Zeal. 
Attie. No, Leontine ;, | fear there is a fault: 
For when I laſt confeſt th* Emperour, 
Whether diſguſt and melancholly bloud, 
From reſtleſs Paſſions, urg'd not this Divorce ? 
He only anſwer'd me with fighs and bluſhes ; 
*Tis ſure, his Soul 1s of the tendereſt make: 
Therefore, ll cax him ſtriftly ; but my Friend, 
Why ſhould | give his Charatter to you, 
Who, when his Father ſent him into Perſia, 
Were by that mighty Monarch then appointed 
| To breed him with his Son, the Prince Yaranes. 
Leone. And what will raiſe your Admiration.,. is, 
That two ſuch different Tempers ſhould agree : 
You know that Theodoſius is compos'd 
Of all the ſoftneſs rhat ſhould make a Woman, 
Judgment almolt like Fear fore-runs his Actions 5 


Y= 
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And he will poiſe an injury fo long- 
As if he had rather pardon than revenge it : 
But the Young Perfien Prince quite = 
So Fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly 
May ſee his haughty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face ; 
Yet did I ſtudy theſe ſo different Tempers, | 
Till I at laſt had form'd a perfe&t Union, 
As if two Souls did but inform one body, 
A friendſhip that may challenge all the World, 
And at the proof be matchleſs, 

Attic. | long to read 
This Gallant Prince, who, -as you have inform'd me, 
Comes from his Fathers Court to fee our Emperor. 

Leon. So he intended till he came to Athens ;) 
And at my homely board beheld my Danghrer ; 
Where, as Fate ordered, ſhe who never ſaw 
The Glories of a Court, bred up to Books 
In Cloſets like a Sybill. She, I ſay, 
(Long ſince from Perſia brought by me to Athens ! 
UnskilPd in Charmes, but thoſe which Nature gave her, 
Wounded this ſcornful Prince : In ſhort, he foxc'd me 
To wait him thither, with deep proteſtations, 
That Moment that bereft him of the ſigh 
Of Arbenajs, ave hira certain Death. 


Enter Vacanes, «and Athenais. 


But ſee my Daughter honoured with his perſence. 
Vara. *Tis ſtrange! © Athenais! wondrous, all 

Wondrous the Shrines, and wonderful the Alrars ! 

The Martyrs, though but drawn in painted Flames, 

Amaze me with the Image of their tuff*rings : 

Saints Cancniz'd that dared Roman Tyrants. 

Hermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed with Angels. 

By Oroſmades, it is wondrous all. 

That bloody Croſs, in yonder Azure Sky, 

Above the Head of kneeling Conftantine 

Inſcrib'd about with Golden Charadters : 

Thou ſhalt or e-come in this. If it be true, 

I ſay again, by Heav?n *rtis wond”rovus ſtrange. 
Achen. O Prince! if thus Imagination ſtirs you, 

A fancy raisg'd from Figures in dead Walls, 

How would the Sacred breath of Arricw 

Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your droſs away, 


*d drive this Athenais from your Soul, 
B 2 Ts 
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To make a Virgin room, whom yet the mould 
Of your rude Fancy camot comprehend. 
Fara. What ſays my Fair ? Drive Athenais from me : 
Start mg nos iato Frenzy, leſt 7 rail _ 
At all Religion,- and fall out with Heaven: © 
And what is ſhe! alaſs! that ſhould ſupplant "thee ?” 
Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World, as faic 
As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting Suns, 
And thou ſet by in Nature's plaineſt Dreſs, 
With that chaſt modeſt look when firſt 1 ſaw thee ? 
The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher, [Recorders ready to flouriſh. 
I ſwear by all 1-wiſh, by all 1 love, | 
Glory and thee, 1 would not loſe a thought, 
Nor caſt an Eye that way, but ruſh to thee, 
To theſe lov'd arms, and loſe my ſelf for ever., 
Athenais, Forbear, my Lord. 
Vara. O cruel Athenais! - 
VVhy doſt thou put me off, who pine to death ? 
And thruſt. me from thee when I would approach thee ? 
Can there be ought in this ? Curſe then thy bicth-right, 
Thy glorious Titles and ill-ſuited Greatneſs, | 
Since Athenass ſcorns thee: Take again 
Your ill-tim'd Honours ; take *em, take *em Gods! 
And change me to ſome humble Villager, 
If ſo at leaſt for toils at ſcorching Noon, 
In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, 
At night ſhe will but crown me with a ſmile, 
Or reach the bounty of her hand to bleſs me. 
Athen. When Princes ſpeak, their Subjects ſhould be ſilent, 
Yet with humility 7 would demand, 
VVhkerein appears my ſcorn, or my averſion ? 
Haye 1 not for your ſake abandon'd home, / 
VVhere I had vow*d to ſpend my calmer days ? 
But you perhaps imagine it but little 
For a poor Maid to follow you abroad, 
Eſpecially the Daughter of old Leontine, 
Yet | muſt tell you Prince 
Vara. I cannot bear 
Thoſe Frowns: 1 have offended, but forgive me. 
For who, Athenass, that is toſs'd 
VVith ſuch tempeſtuous tydes of love as / 
Can ſteer a ſteady courſe. Retire, my Fair. Recorders flowrilh. 
Hark 7 the Solemnities are now beginning, 
And Theodeſins comes : Hide, hide thy Charms, 
I to bis clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould break, 
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The Royal Youth who dotes to Death for Love; 
1 fear would forfeit all his Vows to Heav'n, 
And fix upon thy VVorld, thy VVorld of Beauty. [Exeunt. 


Enter Theodoſiusleading Marina and Flavilla (all three 
dreft in white) followed by Pulcheria. 


Theo. Farewel, Pulcheria | and 7 pray, [no more: 
For all thy kind Complaints are loſt upon me. 
Have 7 not ſworn the world and 7 muſt part? 
Fate has proclaim'd it, therefore weep no more; 
VVound not the tendereſt pars of: Theodoſins, 

My yielding Soul, that would expire in Calms! 
VVound me not with thy tears, and 7 will tell thee, 
Yet ©'re / take my laſt farewel for ever, 

The cauſe of all my ſufferings: O, my Siſter / 

A bleeding heart, che ſtings. of pointed Love, 
VVhat Conſtitution ſoft as mine can bear ? 

Pulch. My Lord, my Emp*cour, my deareſt Brother, 
VVhy all this while did you conceal it from me ? 

Theo. Becaule I was aſham*d to own my weakneſs, 
IT knew thy ſharper w t, and ſtricter VViſdom, 

V Vould dart reproofs, .which 7 could not endure. 
Draw near, O, Atticus, and mark mewell, 

For never did yet my complaining Spirit 

Lalaid this weighty Secret upon him, 

Nor groan a ſyllable of her Oppreſſion. 

Attic. Concealment was a fault, but ſpeak at large, 
Make bare the VVound, and 7will pour in Balm. 

Theod. *Tis Folly all, and fondneſs O, remembrance / 
V Vhy doſt thou open thus my V Vound again, 

And from my hears call down thoſe warmer drops 
That make me dye with ſhame ? Hear then, Pulcheria 
Some few preceding days before 7 left 

The Perſian Court, hunting one morning early, 

7 loſt my ſelf and all the Company, 

Still VVandring on as Fortune would direct me, 

7 paſt a Rivuler, and alighted in 

The ſweeteſt Solitude ever ſaw ! 

VVhen ſtreight, as if enchantment had been there, 
Two charming voices drew me ?cill 7 came, 

V Vhere divers Arbours over-lookt the River. 

Upon the Ofi.c Bank two V Vomen fate, 

VVho when their Song was ended talkt to one, 
VVho bathipg ſtood far in the Chryſtal ſtream 
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But oh what thought can paint that fair perfeRion, 
Or give a glimps of ſach a Naked Glory f 
Not Sea-born' Yenus, in the Courts beneath, , 
When the green Nympbhs ficſt kiſs'd her Coral lips, 
All poliſht, fair, and vvaſht with Orient Beauty, 
Could in my dazling Fancy matcht her brightneſs. 
Attic. Think where you are ? 
Theo. O 7 Sir, you muſt forgive me, 
The chaſt Enbhuſtaſtick Form appears. 
As when 1 ſaw her; yet | ſwear, Pulcheria, 
Had cold Diane been a looker on, 
She muſt have prais'd the Virtues of the Virgin, 
The Satyrs could not grin, for ſhe was vaiPd : 
Nothicg immodeſt, from her naked boſom 
P-wn to her knees the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn: 
But oh for me! for me, that was too much ! 
Her Legs, her Arms, hzr Hands, her Neck, her Breaſts, 
So nicely ſhap*d, ſo matchleſs in their Luſter ! 
Such all-Ferfeftivn, that | took whole draughts 
Of killing Love, and ever ſince have languiſhg 
With lingring ſurfeits of her Fatal Beauty ! 
Alas: too fatal ſure / Oh Articas! 
Forgive me, for my ſtory now is done, 
The Nymph was dreſt, and with her two Companions, 
Having deſcry'd me, ſhriekt and fled away, 
Leaving me motionleſs, till LZeontine, 
Th' Iaftruſtor of my Youth, by chance came in, 
And wak'd me from the wonder that exiranc'd me. 
Attic. Behold, my Lord, the man whom you have nam'd, 
The Harbinger of Prince Yaranes here. 
Theod. O Leontine! ten thouſand Welcomes meet thee ? 
Thou Foſter Father of my tender Youth, 
Who rear'd the Plant, and prun'd it with ſuch care. 
How ſhall 1 look upon Thee, who am fallen 
From all the Principles of maalier reaſon 
By thee infas'd, to more than womans weakneſs ? 
Now by the Majeſty Divine, that aws 
This facred place, 1 ſwear you muſt not Kneel : 
And tell me, for I have a thouſand things 
To ask thee; where, where is my God-like Friend ? 
Is he arriv'd,. and ſhall I fee his face, 
Before | am Ctoiſter'd from the World for ever? 
Leont. Hz comes, my Lord, with all the expecting joys 
Of a young promigd Lover, from his Eyes 
Big hopes look forth, and boiling fancy forms 
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Nothing but Theodoſins ſtill before him 3 
His thought, his every word, is Theodoffur. 

Theo. Yet Leontine, yet anſwer me once more. 
With tremblings | demand thee. 
Say---haſt thou ſeen? Oh, has that Heav'aly form 
Appear'd to thee again? Behold he's dumb : 
Proceed then to the Solemn laſt farewell ; 
Never was man fo willing, and prepar'd. 


Enter Varanes, Aranthes, Attendants. 


Vare. Where is my Friend'! oh where is my belov'd, 
My Theodoſins ! point him out ye Gods, 
That / may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms; 
Devour him thus with over-haſty Joyes, 
That languiſh at his Breaſt, quite out of breath, 
And cannot utter more. - 
Theo. Thou mightieſt pleaſure ! 
And greateſt bleſſing, that kind Heav*a could -ſend; 
To glad my parting Soul, a thouſand welcomes / 
O when 7 look on thee, new ſtarts of Glory 
Spring in my breaſt, and with a backward bound - 
IT run the Race of luſty Youth again. 
Vara. By Heay*n it joyes me too, when I remember 
Our thouſand paſtimes, when we borrow?*d Names ; 
Alcides, I, and Thou, my deareſt Theſens, 
When through the VVoods, 'we chas'd the foaming Boar, 
VVith Hounds that open'd like Theſſalian Bulls, 
Like Tygers flu'd, and ſanded as the ſhore, 
VVith Ears, and Cheſts, that daſht the morning Dew : 
Driv*a with the ſport, as ſhips are toſt in ſtorms, 
VVe ran like VVinds, and matchleſs was our 'Courſe ; 
Now ſweeping ore the limit of a Hill / 
Now with a full Career come thundring down 
The precipice / and ſweat along the Vale. 
Theed. O glorious time / and when the gathering Cloy 
Have calPd us home, ſay, did we reſt, my Brother ? 
VVhen on the Stage to the admiring Cours 
VVe ſtrove to repreſent Alcides fury, 
In all that raging heat; and pomp of madneſs, 
VVith which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him : 
So lively drawn, and painted with ſuch horror, 
That we were forc'd to give it o're, fo lowd 
The Virgins ſhriek*d, fo faſt they dy'd away. 
Vara. My Theodeſins ſtill z *cis my lov'd Brotl er; yp . 
r, 
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And by the Gods wee'l ſce thoſe times agen ? - 
V'Vhy then has rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Chriſtian Enthuſiaſm had charm'd thee from us 
That drawn by Prieſts, and work*d by Melaneholly, 
Thou hadlſt laid the golden Reins of Empire down, 
And ſworn thy ſelf a Votary for ever ? 

Theod. *Tis almoſt true z and had not you arriv'd, 
The ſolemn buſineſs had by this been ended. 
This I have made thc Empreſs of the Eaſt, 
My elder Siſter : Theſe with me retire, 
Devoted to the Pow'r, whom yve adore. 

Vara.” VVhat-Pow'r is that thatmerits ſuch oblations ? 
. I thought the Sun more great and glorious, 
Than any that e're mingled vvith the Gods; 
Yeteven to him my Father never offer'd 
Morethan a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes : 
Novv by thoſe Golden Beams, that glad the VVorld, 
I ſyvear it is too much : For one of theſe, - 
But half ſo bright, our God vvould drive no more, 
He'd leave the darken'd Globe, and in ſome Cave 
Tnjoy ſuch Charms for ever. 

Attic. My Lord, forbear ! 
Such Language does not ſuit vvith our Devotion ; 
Nothing prophane muſt dare ro murmur here, 
Nor ſtain the hallovy'd Beauties of the place 
Yetthus far vve mult yield: The Emperor 
Is not enough prepar'd to leave the V Vorld. 

YVara. Thus lovy, moſt Reverend of this ſacred place, 
T1 kneel for pardon, and am half Converted, 
By your permiſſion that my Theodoſins 
Return to my Embraces. - O my Brother / 
VVhy doſt thou droop, there vvill be time enough 
For Prayer and Faſting, and Religious Vovys z 
Let us enjoy, wvvhile yet thou are my ovyn, 
All the Magnificence of Eaſtern Courts ; 
Thate to vvalk a lazy lite avvay - 
Let's run the Race vvhich Fate has ſet before us, 
And poſt tothe Dark Goal. * 

Theo, Cruel Deſtiny ! 
VVhy amnot I thus too? O my Yaranes! 
VVhy are theſe Coſtly Diſhes ſet before me ? 
VVhy do thefe ſounds of pleaſure ſtrike my Ears ? 
VVhy are thele Joys brought to my ſick remembrance z 
V Vho have no appetite ; but am to ſenſe, 
Fcom Head to Foot, all a dead pallie o're ? 


Vars- 
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F ara. Fear not, my Friend!" all ſhall be'well again, | 


For I have thouſand ways, and | Stories 

To raiſe thee up ta pleaſure; well unfock 

Our faſteſt ſecrets, ſhed upon each other" X | 
Our tendereſt Cares, and quite unbar thoſe doors, 

V Vhich ſhall be ſhut ro all Matkind SBefidet” a 


Attic. Silence and Reverencearethe' Temples dif; 


Therefore, while vve purſue the Sacred Rites, 
Be theſe obſerv'd, or quit the avyful place, 
Imperial Siſters, novy twin-ſtars of Heay'n, 
Anſvver tbe Succeſlor of Chryſoſtom, 

VVithout leaſt Reſervation anfvyer me, | 
By thoſe harmonious Rules 7 charg'd ye learn. 


Atticus Sings. 


Attic. Canſt thow, Marina, leave the World, 
The World that is Devotions bane ; 
Where Crowns are toft, and Scepters hurld, © 
Where Luſt and proud Ambition Reign? , 


2 Prieſt. Car you your coſtly Robes forbear, 
To live with us in pooy attire, 
Can you from Courts'to Cells repair, 
To ſing at midnight in our Quire ? 


3 Prieſt, Can you forget your golden Beds, 
Where you might ſleep beyond the moyn, 
On AMatts to lay your Royal brads, | 
And bave your beauteons Treſſes ſhorn ? 


Attic. Car you reſolve to faſt all day, 
* And weep and groan to be forgivn, 
Can you tn broken flumbers pr 4y> 
by dfflittion merit Heav'n ? 


Chor. Say, FYotaries, can this be done, 
While we the grace Divine implere, 
The world bas loſt, the battel"s won. 
Hind ſin ſhall never charm ye more ! 


Marina. The gateto bl:ſs does open ſtand, 
Sings, And all my penance is in view; 
The world upon the other hand 
Cries out, O do not bid adieu 
C 


Te 
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Flavilla What / what can Pomp ar, Glory ds Sit22>38 265 157 71, 
Singr. Or what can humane ae prrſendes.. »f9 fie"! 3001 v 
T hat mind that hag 4 

Hew can jt be by Earth betray'd ! 


No Monarch full of Youth and Fame, 

The Toy of Eyes, and ow; Pals nds 59.4. | 
Should once my thenghts þ 7,60 Heaven Eeclains 

T hough mow be mes d-mefar his Bride. 


Haſte then, Oh baſt e! andtake ts ins 
For ever lock Religion*s Door, 

Secure us from the Charms. of ſin, 

And let us ſee helfarit.s nOmare. 


Attic. Hark ! bark! behold thi Heavenly Quire, 
Singt, Theycleave the Air inbright attire, 
And ſee his Lute each Angel brings, 
And hark, Divincly us be Sings.) 


To the Pow'rs Divi hy lory heggiven, 
By men upon Barth, an gels in Heaven. 


Scene ſhuts, and all the Prieſts with Marina, and Flav. diſappear. 


Pulch, For ever gone | for ever parted from me./ 
O T heodoſins, till this cruel moment 
I never knew how tenderly ] lov'd *em ;; 
But on this everlaſting ſeparation  . 
Methinks my Soul has left me, and my Time, 
Of diſſolution points me to the Grave» 
Theo. O my Varanes, does not know thy temper 
Bate ſomthing of ics Fire ? doſt.thou not mel. 
Ia meer Compaſſion of my.Siſters. Fate, 
Aad cool thy ſelf with one relenting thought. 
Vara. Yes, my dar'd Soul royls inward, melancholly 
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Which 1 ne're felt before, now co es upori mes pigs 
And I begin to loathall hyman greattiefs” ' 
Oh ? ſigh not then, northy hard Fate deplore ! 
For *tis reſoly*d, we will be Kings no more : 
We'll fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be our guide, 
Love, that's more worth than all the world beſide. 
Princes are barr'd the Liberty toRoam, 
The fetter*d mind ſtiff langniſhes at home'z 
In golden bands ſhe treads the thoughtful round, 
Bufineſs and Cares eternally abound. 

** And when for Air the Goddeſs would nnbind, 

*< She's clogg'd with Scepters,and to Crowns confind.Exeunt. 


es 
O_— 


ACTIL SCENETI. 


Enter Pulcheria, ' Julia, Attendants. 


Pulch. Heſe Packets for the Empetour Honorins, 
Be ſwift, let the Agent haſte to Rome — 
L hear, my Fxlia, that our General 

Is from the Goths, return'd' with Conqueſt home. | 

7ul, He is; to day | ſaw him in the Preſence, 

Sharp to the Courtiers, aShe ever was: o 
Becauſe they went not with him tothe Wars, 
Toyou he bows and ſues to kiſs your hand. 

Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt 7=lia; oftl havetold thee 
The ſecret of my Soul ; If e'retmarry, © 
Marcian's my Husband, he is a man, my Fabia, 
Whom I have ſtudy'd long, and found him perfect as 
Old Rome at every glance looks through his eyes, 

And kindles the beholders : Some ſharp Atomes 

Run through his Frame, which 1 could wiſh were out. 
He ſickens at the ſoftneſs of the Emperour, 

And ſpeaks too freely of var Female Court; 

Then ſighs, comparing it with what Rome was. 


Enter Marcian, «nd Lucius. 


Pulch. Ha ! Whoare thefe that dare prophane this place, 
With more than barb*rous inſolence / 
Marc. At your Feet, 


Behold I caſt the ſcourge of theſe Offenders, 
C 2 And 
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And to kiſs your Hang. > ON 2319 3! 2410 

Pulc. Put up yout Swor mecnir{ fig goto; nite | 
And e*re I bid you welcome from the Wars, ; +0 
Be ſure you clear your Honour of this rudeneſs ?: -,, 

Or Marcian leave the Court. ;.,. ——__ 

Marc. Thus then, Madam,.  ... 
The Emperour feceiv'd me with affettion, ; | 1, ., 
Embrac'd me for my Conghelſts, A retic'd ;.: 
When on a ſudden all the Guilded Flies = 
That bur about the Court came flutPriug round me: 

This with affefted Cringes, and minc'd Words, 
Begs me to tell my Tale of Victories ;, 

Which done, he thanks me, flips behind his fellow, 
W hiſpers him in the Ear, then ſmiles and liſtens, 
While | relate my Story once again : 

A thizd comes in, and asks methe ſame favour; 
Whereon they laugh, while I ſtill ignorant 

Go on ; but one behind, more impudent, 

Strikes on my ſhoulder ; Ren they laught out-cights 
But then I gueſſing the abule too late, 

Return'd my Knight behind a.box o'th* Ear ; 

Then drew, and briefly told *em they were Raſcals. 
They, lavghing ſtill, cry*d out the General's muſty, 
Whereon | drove *em, Madam, as.you ſaw : 

This is in ſhort the Truth, 1 Teaye the Judgment 
To your own Juſtice,-if [ baye done ill, 

Sentence me and Pll leave the Court for ever. 

Pulch. Firſt you are welcome, Marcin, from the Wars ; 

And ſtill when e*re occaſion calls for Arms, 
Heay'n ſend th* Emperour a General | 
Renown'd as Marcian ;--as to what is paſt, _. 
[ think the World will rather'pcaiſe than cenſure . 

Pulcberia, when ſhe pardons you the ation. 

Marc, Gods ! Gods } andthou great Founder of old Rome ? 
What is become of all that mighty Spirit, 

That rais'd our Empire to a pitch ſo. high ? 
Where is it pent ? Whit, but Almighty Power 
Could thus confine it, that but ſome few Atoms 
Now run through all the Eaſt and Occident ? 

Pulch. Speak calmly, Maroan. 

Marc. Who can be temperate, 
That thinks as 1 do, Madam? Why here's a fellow, 
| have ſeen him fight againſt a Troop of Yandels 
In your defence, as if he loy'd to bleed : 

Come to my arms, my Dear { Thou canſt not talk, 
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But haſt a Soul above the proudeſt of ?em. - -- --.: 
O Madam when he hay been all oyer blood, .-./ -- 
And hackt with wounds that feem'd to mouth his praiſes, 
I have ſcen him ſmile ſtill as he puſht death from him, 
And with his ations rally diſtang Fate:' _ x 
Pulch. He has a noble Foem- | - | | 
Mare. Yet ev*n this man, ;,-;; h | \ 
That fought ſo bravely in his Countries Cauſe, 
This excellent man this Morning inthe Preſence ; 
Did Iſee wrong'd before the Emperor, \ 
Scorn'd and deſpis'd becauſe he could not Crioge, 
Nor plant his feet as ſome of them could do. 
One ſaid his Cloaths were natwell made, and damn'd 
His Taylor - Another ſaid, be look'd 
As if he had not loſt his Maiden-head. 
If things are ſuffer*d to be thas, down all 
Authority, Preeminence, Degree and Vertue. 
Let Rome be never mention'd, no, in the Name 
Of all the Gods, be ſhe forgotten ever. 
Eff-minate Perſians, and the Lydian ſoftneſs, 
Make all your Fights, AMarcian ſhall out no more; 
For by my Arms it makes a Woman of me 
And my ſwoln eyes run o're to think this worth, 
This fuller Honour than the whole Court holds, 
Should be ridiculous to Knaves and Fools ; 
Should ſtarve for want of what is neceſlary 
To Life's Convenience. When luxurious Bawds 
Are ſo o're grown with Fat, and Cram'd with Riot, 
That they can hardly walk without an Engine. 
Pulch. Why did you not inform the Emperor ? 
Mare. Becayſe he will not hear me: Alas, good man / 
He flies from this bad VVorld, and till when V Vars 
And dangers come, he runs to his Deyotions, 
To your new thing, I know not what you call it, 
V'Vhich Conſtantine began. 
Pulch. How, Marcian) are not you of that 
Religion which the Emperoor owns ? | 
Marc. No Madam, if you'll ſee my naked thought, 
1 am not of their Principle, that take 
A wrong ; {o far from bearing with a Foe, 
I would ſtrike firſt, like otd Rome ; 1 wou'd forth, 
Elbow the neighbouring Nations ronnd about, Y 
Toavade, enlarge my Empire to the bounds ' | |] 2: a5 
Of the xoo narrow-Univerſe.: Yes, { own: i MW 
That 1 deſpiſe your holy Zanovations. - tf 1 —_ 
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12am for the Roman-Gods; for FuneralPiles, * - - 

For mounting Eagles, and the fancied greatneſs 

Ofour Fore:-Fathers. Methinks my heated-Spirit 

Cou'd utter things worth loſing of my Head . | 
Pulch. Speak freely, Marcien, for [know thee honeſt. 
Marc. O, Madam ? long, long, may the Emperour live ; 

But 7 muſt fay his gentle diſpoſition i 

Suits not, Alas! the Oriental ſway - 

Bid him but look on Pharamond;, O Gods ! 

Awake him with the Image of that Spirit, 

V Vhich, like a Pyramsd reverſt, is grown 

Ev*a from a point to the moſt dreadfol greatneſs ; 

His very name already ſhakes the VVorld g 

And ſtill in perſon heading his firſt Squadrons, -- 

Like the firſt Ceſar o'ce the hardy Gamls, | 

He ſeems another Thunderbolt of V Var. 
Pulcb- Toft have bland my Brother moſt for this, 

That to my hand he leaves the State-affairs, 

And how that ſounds, you know 
Marc. Forgive me, Madam; 

I think that all the greatneſs of your Sex, 

Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semirami;, 

VVith all th? Amezomien valour too 

Meet in Pulcheria;, yet I ſay forgive me. 

If with relutancel behold a VVoman 

Sit at the Empires Helm, and ſteer the VVorld. 
Pulc. Iſtand Rebuk'd— 
Marc. Mark but the growing French. 

The moſt auſpicious Omen of their greatneſs, 

That 7 can gueſs, is their late Salique Law, 

Bleſt by their Prieſts, the Salij, and pronounc'ds 

To-ſtand for ever ; which excludes all VVomen 

From the Imperial Crown: But, oh! 7ſpeak 

Theleaſt of all thoſe infinite grievances, 

VVhich make the Subjefts murmur : In the Army, , 

Tho? 7 proceeded ſtill like Hannibal, 

And puniſht ev*ry Mutineer with death 

Yet, oh - it ſtabb*d me through and through the Soul 

To paſs the V Vretches Doom, becauſe 7 knew 

VVith Juſtice they complain'd; for hard they fought, 

And with their blaod earn'd that forbidden Bread, 

VVhich ſome at Court, and Great ones, though un-nam'd, 

Caſt to their Hounds, while the poor Souldier's ſtary'd— 
Pulch. Your pity too in mournful fellowſhip, © ' 

Nodoubt might ſooth their murmurs. 
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Mare. Yes, it did, | | 
That / might put *em once again in heart. 
1 ſaid *twas true, the Emperour was to blame, 
VVho dealt too coldly with his faithfulServants, 
And paid their great Arrears'by ſecond hand ; 
7 promis'd coo, when-we:rmurn'd to Court, - 
Things ſhould be mended-—— C 
Bnt how ! oh Gods! forgive my blood this Traniport ! , 
To the Eternal ſhame of Female Councils / 
And to the blaſt of Theodoſius Name, . - | + 
V Vhom never V. Vaglike Chronicle ſhall mentiog 1 
O let me ſpeak it with a Rowen Spirit,  - +*- 
VVe were recciv*d like yndone Prodigals, 
By curſt ungrateful Stewards, with cold looks ; 
VVho yet got all by thoſe poor wretches ruins 
Like Malefa&tors at the hands of Juſtice. 
T bluſh, 7almoſt weep with burſting rage 3 
If chus receiv*d, how paid our long Arrears ? 
VVhy, as intruſted Miſers pay the Rights 
Of heipieſs VViddows or the Orphans tears. 
O Souldier, for to Thee, to Thee | ſpeak ir, 
Bawd*s for the drudgery of Citizens V Vives, 
VVould better pay debilitated Stallions. - 
Madam, I have faid perhaps tao much; if ſo, 
1: matters not, for he who lyes, like me 
- On the hard ground, is ſure to fall no further. 
Pulch. I have given you patient hearing, honeſt Mearcian! 
And as far I can ſee into your tenper,. 
I ſpeak my ſerious Judgment in coid blood, 
VVith ſtricteſt Conſulration on, the matter 5 
Ithink this ſeeming plaia and honeſt Aearcian, 
An exquiſite and moſt notorious Traytor. 
Marc, Ha! Traytor ! 
Pulch. Yes5-a moſt notorious Traytor. 
Marc. Your Grand-Father,ſwhoſe-Frown could awe theVVorld 
VVould not have calPd me fo or if he had | 
Pulch. You would bave taken it— But tothe buſineſs, 
VVas't not enough ! Oh Heaven ! Thou know'ſt, too much / 
At firſt to own your ſelf an Infidel, 
A bold Contemner, evea to Blaſphemy, 
Of that Religion which vve all profeſs , 
For vyhich your hearts beſt blood can ne'ce.ſuſfice : 
But you muſt dare vvith a ſeditious Army. © ;, 
Thus to conſpire againſt the Emperous;/ 1 | 
1 mention not your Impudence to me, — \. * | * 
AX- 


"ms » THEODOSIUS; Or, 6 
Taxing the folly of my Government Dis ; 

Eva to my Face : Such an irreverence; 

As ſure no barb*rous Vandal would have urg'd, 

Beſide your libelling all the Court, as if | 

You had engroſt the whole VVorlds honeſty: 

And Flatterers, Fools, Sycophants,- Knaves, 

Such was your language, did inhabithere. 

Marc. You wreſt my honeſt meaning, by the Gods 
You do, and if you thus go on, 7 feel 
My ſtruggling ſpirit will no longer bear it. 

Pulch. Ithought the meaning of all rational men 
Should ſtill be gather*d out of their Difcourſe, if 
Nor are you ſo imprudent withont thinking 
To vent ſuch words, tho' now you fain would hide it; . 
You find the guilt and bawk the accuſation - 

But think not you ſhall ſcape ſo eaſily ! 

Once more 7 do confront you, - as a Traytor'; 
And as Tam entruſted with full pow*c, | 3'v | 
Diveſt you, in the Name of Theodoſius, " : 
Of all your Offices, Commiſſions, Honours, | 
Command you leave the Court within three Days, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt AMarciar. 

Marc. Gods! Gods! © 

Pulc. What now ! ha {does the Traytor murmur ? 
If in three days ! mark me; 'tis / that doom thee! 
Raſh inconfiderable man, a V Vretch beneath - 

The Torments 1cou'd execute upon thee! 
if after three Days ſpace thour*t found in Court ; 
Thou dy'ſt ! thy head, thy head ſhall pay the forfeit. 
Farewell : Now Rage ? now Rail and Curſe the Court g 
Saucily dare to abuſe the beſt of Princes, | 
Andlet thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all it can; 
Do, like a mad-manrave ! deplore thy Fortune, 
VVhile Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to the Army, 
Grow popular, and lead the multitude : *- | 
Preach up thy wrongs, and drive the giddy Beaſt 
To kick at Ceſar» Nay if thou weep'ſt, I am gone, 
O Fulia! if I ſtay, 1ſhall weep too. 
Yet *tis but juſt that 7the heart ſhould fee 
Of him who once muſt Lord it over me. 


RE | CEx. Pulcheria, ec. 
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Well fire the Court abont' his Ears, _ 
Methinks like Jwnixs Brutas 1 have. watche 
An Opportunity, and row it comes { 
Few words and I are friends; but, noble Marcian, 
If yet thou art not more than General, 
E're dead of Night, ſay Lucius..is a Coward. | 
Marc. I charge'thee,, in the name of all the Gods, ,. 
Come back. T'chiarin thee by the, name of Friend. 
All's well, and 1 rejoyce 1 am” no General. 
But huſh /: within three days we muſt be gon, 
And then, my Friend, farewell to Ceremony. 
We'll fly ro ſome far diſtant Joonly Yallage, 
Forget our former ſtate, 'and' breed. with ſlaves 
' Sweat in the Eye of day, and when -night comes, 
With bodies courſely fill'd and vacant Souls, 
Sleep like the laboured Hinges, and never think ; 
For if I think again, 1 ſhall go mad. 


\ | 
\Enter Leontine and Athenais, &c. 


Therefore no thought. But ſee, we are interrupted / 
O Court! O Emperor ! yet let Death Threaten, 
Pll find a time. Till then be ſtjll my Soul 
No General now! A Member 'of thy Country, 
But moſt corrupt, therefore tobe cit off, | 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt'. Marcian! , 
A Slave, a Traytor / O ye Eternal Gods 
Leon. So, Athenais / now our Complement 
To the young Peyſian Prince 1s at an end,. 
What then remains but that we. take our leave, 
And bid him everlaſtingly Farewel] ? +: caalth. 
Athen. My Lord ! | 
Leon. I ſay that decency requires | 
We ſhould be gon, nor can you ſtay with Honour. 
Athen. Moſt true,” my Lord. 3-6 | | 
Leon. The Court is now at peace, _.__ .. .._ + Fo 
The Emperors Siſters are retir'd for ever, hone 5: 
And he himſelf compos'd, what hinders then, 
Bur that we bid adicu to Prince Yarans? _ 
Athen. Ah, Sir, why will you break my heart ? 
Leon I would not; 
Thou art the only comfort of my age; > 
Like an o'd Tree I ſtand among the ,.itorms, | 
Thou art the only Limb that 1] have left me : (She Knees 
My dear green branch, and how ren thee, Child, 


 CExenm. 
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Heaven only knows ! why, doſk thou kneel and weep? : - / 
Athen. Becauſe you, are ſo. good, and will 4 bope | l 

Forgive my fault, who' firſt, occaſion'd it, .*;....-.....;; 
Leon, I charg'd thee to receive and hear the Prince. 
Ath:n, You did,” and Oh, my Lord! 1 heard too much ! 

Too much 1 fear for my eterna} quiet. ., "Si 
Leon. Riſe, Athenaif! Credit him: who. bears. /, (4) 
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More years thafi thou © Yarares has deceiy? RS amo 
Athen. 'How, dawe diffe then? You p 5 WER Prince: 
Impious and baſe; while / rake Heayen to witneſs, | 
1 think him the moſt Vertuous of men: 
Therefore take ' heed, my Lord, bow you accuſe him, 
Before you make uy Try |: Alas, YVaranes,. ., - 
If thou art falfe, ther&s no/ſich" thing, og Earth | 
As ſolid goodneff, 'of ſubſtantial Honour. 
A thouſand times, My Lord, he has-ſworn to give me 
(And 7 believe his Oaths) his Crown and Empire ; 
That day 1 make him Maſter of my Heart. 
Leon. That day bell. make thee 'Miſtreſs.of his power, 
VVhich carries 4 foul name among the Vulgar. 
No, Athenais! let me ſee thee dead, 
Born a pale Corps, and gently laid: in Earth, 
So I may ſay ſhes, chaſte, and. dy'd a Virgin, 
Rather than view thee with theſe wounded eyes. 
Seated vpon the Throne of 1[digerdes, . 
The blaſt of Common Tongues, the Nobles ſcorn, 
Thy Fathers Curſe z. that is, the Prince's VVhore. 
Athen. Othorrid ſuppoſition,” how [ deteſt it / 
Be witneſs Heay*n, that ſees my ſecret thoughts! 
Have 1 for this, my Lord, been taught. by you. 
The niceſt Juſtice and ſeyereſt vertue, 
To fear no death, to know the end of Life, 
And with a long ſearch difcern- the higheſt good * 
No, Athenais when the day beholds thee 
So ſcandalonfly rais'd, pride caſt thee. down, 
The ſcorn of honaur, and the people's prey ! 
No, cruel Zeontine, not fo. redeem | 
That aged head from the deſcending Axe, 
Not tho? I ſaw thy trembling Body. rackt, 
Thy wrinckles about thee. filFd with blood, 
. VVouid 7 for Empire to the man 7 love 
Be made the Object of unlawful pleaſure. 
Leon. O. greatly.ſaid't, and by the blood which warms me, 
YVbich rao as rich as 'any, Athens, holds, 


it would improve ths vertue. of the V.Vorld, . 
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If every day a thouſand Votaries, 

And thouſand Virgins came from far to hear thee ! 
Athen. Look down ye Pow'rs, take notice we obcy 

The rigid principles ye have infugd; 

Yet oh my noble Father! ro convince you, 

Since you will have it ſo, propoſe a' Marriage ; 

Tho? with the thought 1 am covered o're with blufhes, 

Not that 1 doubt the Prince, that were to doubt 

The Heav'ns themſelyes. 7 know he is all truth : 

But modeſty ———— 

The Virgins troubleſome and conſtant gueſt, ' 

That, that alone forbids 
Leon. | wiſh to Heav'n 

There prove no greater bar to my belief > 

Behold the Prince, 7 will retice a while, 

And when occaſion calls come to thy aid. FEx Leon. 


Enter Varanes, 4nd Aranthes, 


Vara. To fix her on the Throne to me ſeems little, 
Were I a God, yet would I raiſe her higher. 
This is the nature of thy Prince : But oh © | 
As to the World thy judgment ſoars above me, * - 
And I am dar'd with 'this Gigantick honour, 
Glory forbids her proſpe& to a Crown, . 
Nor muſt ſhe gaze that way ; m havghty ſoul, 
That day when ſhe aſcends the Throne of Cyrus, 
Will leave my body pale, ahd to the Stars  ' -+-\ 
Retire in bluſhes, toſt, quite loſt. for' ever; - 7-2 v7 - 
Aran. What do you purpoſe then? | oe 
LS ways 
But ſee ſhe 'comes, the ot- my arms, 
The only buſineſs of my inftant thought, 
My ſouls beſt: Joy, and all my* true repoſe. ' 
I ſwear I cannor, beat theſe ſtrange delires, 54, 
Theſe ſtrong *mpulſes which will/ ſhortly leave me *'' 
Dead at thy Feet 
Athen. What have yon found, my Lord, _ 
In me ſo harſh or Cruel, that you fear 
To ſpeak your griefs? + | | 
Vara. Firſt Tet" me kneel and ſwear, -S 
And on thy hand ſeal my Religious Vow, '' © © 
Streight let the breath of Gods blow me from Earth, 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If 7 prefer thee not, O Athenais ! 
WA To 
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To all the Perſian greatneſs. 

then, | beheve you! 

For / have” heard you ſwear as much before. 

Vara Hzſt Thou? O why then did 71 ſwear again ? 
But That, my Love knew nothing worthier of thee, 
A2% could no better way expreſs my paſſion. 

Athen. O riſe, my Lord 

Vara. I will do every thing 
W\ hich Arthenais bids: if there be more 
In Nature to convince thee of; my Love, 

Whiſper it oh ſome God into my Ear! 

And on her breaſts thus to her liſtning Soul 
P:| breath tl? inſpiration Wilt thou not ſpeak ? 
What but one ſigh, no, more ! Can that ſuffice 
'Qrra}l my vaſt expence, of Prodigal Love ? 

O Acbenais | What ſhall I ſay or do, 

To gain the thing'-#;wiſh ? | 

Athen. What's that, my Lord ? 

Vara. Thus to approach thee ſtill! thus to behold thee—— 
Yet there is more ies * 

Athen. My Lord, 1,dare not;hear you? 

Vara. Why daſt -thou. frown. at. what thou. doſt not know ? 
"Tis an imagination which ne're pierc'd thee 
Yet as *tis raviſhing, *is full of Honour. 

Athen. 1 muſt not doubt you, Sir : but oh 7 tremble 
To think if 1ſa&gerdes ſhould behold you, 
Should hear you shus proteſting to a maid ; _ | 
Of no degree, but yertue,/n the, World —— , 

I dildain_ ... 


Vara. No more of: $his, no.,moce ;for. 7 - | 
All Pomp, when thou art by; far, be the noiſe - ,.. +. 
Of Kings and Courts; from: us, whole gentle.Souls;,  - 
Our kinder ſtars have ſteer'd another 'way;..,;, - -:,, .+ 
Free as the foreſt. Bixds, we! pairitogether,”.; 1 v1 
Without remembring,;whq, our Fathers wets, -.., 1 .,., | 
Fly to the. Arbors,  Grots;/jand Flow'ry Meads,.,.,.1 -; 1 
And in ſoft murmurs interchange our Souls..,: ©. -.. ;. 
Together drink the Chriſtal of the ſtream, ., .- - 
Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields, 
And when the golden evening calls us home, » Jan | 
Wing to our Downy Neſt,”and ſleep till morn. 1. 4 1 


Athen. Ah Prince ! no more{s ,,;, 1-5 4 4 


Since 1am doom'd to leave you, Sir, for ever. . 
Vara. Hold Athenais bs 
Athen. I know your Royal temper, 


And 
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And that high honour reigns within your. Breaſt. 

Which would diſdain to waſte ſo many houres 

With one of bumble blood; compar'd to you ; 

Ualeſs ſtrong paſſion ſwaid your thoughts to love her, 

Therefore receive, oh Prince! andaake'it kindly, 

For none on Earth but you could win it from me, 

Receive the gift of my Eternal Love. 

"Tis ali 1 can beſtow nor is it little, 

For ſure a heart ſo coldly chaſte as mine, 

No Charms but yours, my Lord, - could e're have warm'd ? 
Vara. Well have you made amends by this laſt comforr, 

For the cold dart you ſhot at me before, 

For this laſt goodneſs! (Oh my Athenais !) 

(For now methinks I ought to call you mine!) 

I empty all my ſoul in thanks before you : 

Yet oh! one Fear remains, like Death it chills me ; 

Why my relenting Love did talk of parting ! | 
Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your wonder, 1 have ſworn 

To obey my Father, and he calls me hence-— 


Enter Leontine. 


Vara. Ha, Leontine ! by which of all my Actions 

Have I ſo deeply injur'd thee to merit 

The ſmarteſt wound revenge could form to end me ? 

Leon. Anſwer me now, O Prince: for vertue promp:s me, 

And honeſty will dally now no longer, 

What can the end of all this paſlioa: be, 

Glory requires this ſtrict accompt, and asks 

What you intend at laſt to: Athenais ? 

Vara. How, - Leontine / | 
Leon. You ſaw her, Sir, at Athens, ſaid you loy'd her, 

I charg*d her humbly to receive the. Honour, 

And hear your: paſſion: Has ſhe not, Sir,, obey'd me? _ 
Vara. She has, Ithank the Gods! but whither wou:d*{t thou? 
Leon. Having reſolv'd. to viſite Theddoſins, 

Yon ſwore you would not go wichout my Daughter, 

Whereon I gave command that ſhe: ſhould follow. 

Vara. Yes, Leortine, my old Remembrancer, 

Moit !l:arn'd of all. Philoſophers, you. did. | 
Leon. Thus long ſhe has attended: you: have ſcea her, 

Sounded her Vertnes and her ImpecfeCtions, | 

Therefer., Dread Sir, forgive this bolder Charge, 

Which Huaour ſounds, and now let me demand you———— 

Fara. Now heip, Aranthes, or 1 am. daſlt for: ever. F 
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Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, diſdain the marriage. 
Leon. Can your high thoughts ſo far forget themſelves, 
To admit this humble Virgin for your Bride ? 
YVara, Ha ! | 
Athen. He bluſhes, Gods! and ſtammers at the queſtion) 
Leon. Why do you walk, and chafe your ſelf, my Lord ? 
The buſineſs 1s not much. 
Vara. How, Leontine [ 
Not much, 1 kgow that ſhe deſerves a Crown ; 
Yet 'tis to reaſon much, tho? not to Love ; 
And ſure the World would bluſh to ſee the Daughter 
Of a Philoſopher on the Throne of Cyrus. 
Athen. Undone for ever ! 
Leon. |s this your anſwer, Sir ? 
Vara. Why do!t thou urge me thus, and puſh me to 
The very brink of Glory ? where, alas / 
Ilook and tremble at the vaſt deſcent : 
Yet even there tothe valt bottom down 
My raſh Adventurer Love would have me leap, 
And graſp my Athenai, with my Ruin. 
Leon. Tis well, my Lord. 
Vara. Why doſt thou thus provoke me, 
7 thought that Perſia's Court had ſtore of honour 
To ſatisfie the height of thy Ambition. 
Beſides, old man, my Love is too well grown, 
To waut a Tutor for his good behaviour, 
What he will do, he will do of himſelf, 
Andnot be taught by you. _— 
- Leon. I know he will not! 
Fond Tears away, / know, 1 know he will not; 
But he would buy with-bis old mans preferment, 
My Daughter for your V Vhore. ' 
Vara. Away, I ſay, my ſoul diſdainsthe motion ! 
Leon. The Motion of a Marriage, 'yes, I ſeeit; 
Your angry looks and haughty words betray it. 
I found it atthe firſt; /thank you Sir, 
You have atlaſt rewarded your old Tutor 
For all his cares, his V Vatchings, Services; 
Yet let metell you, Sir, this humble Maid, 
This Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, 
Shall if ſhe pleaſe be ſeated on a Throne 
As high as that of th' Immortal Cyrs. 
Vara. 1 think that age and deep Philoſophy 
Have crackt thy brain : Farewel, Old Leontine, 
Retire toreſt, and when this brawling humour 
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ts rockt aſleep, I'll meet my Athenais, 

And clear the accounts of Love, which thou haſt blotted. TExi. 

. Leon. Old Leomine! perhaps I am mad indeed, 

But hold my heart, and let that ſolid vertue, 

Which 1 ſo long ador'd, ſtill keep the Reins. 

O Athenass.! But 1 will not chide thee, 

Fate is in all our Actions, and methinks. 

At leaſt. a | Father Judges ſo, it has: 

Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for thy Eaſineſs ;. 

There is a kind of mournful Eloquence, 

In thy dumb grief which -ſhames: all clamorous ſorrow. 
Athen. Alas * my Breaſt/is full of Death z Methinks: 

I fear ev'n you _ 
Leon. Why ſhouldeſt. thon. fear thy Father ? 
Athen. Becauſe you-have- the Figure of a man! 

Is there, O ſpeak, a poſlibility 

To be forgiven ? 

Leon. Thy Father does- forgive thee; 
And Honour will, but- on this hard Condition, 
Never to fee him more——— 

Athen. See him / Oh Heavens 

Leon. Unleſs it be, my. Daughter, . to upbraid him: 

Not tho? he ſhould repent and ſtreight return, 

Nay proffer thee his- Crown No more of that. 

Honour too Cries reyenge,. revenge thy wrongs, 

Revenge thy felf; revenge thy injur'd- Father.. 

For *tis revenge ſo wiſe ſo glorious: too, 

. As all the world: ſhall praiſe 
Athen. O five me leave, 

For yet I am all tenderneſs, the woman, 

The weak, the mild, the fond; the Coward VVomas ;. 

Dares not look forth; but runs about my Breaſt, 

And viſits all the warmer Manſions there, 

VVhere ſhe ſo oft has harbour'd falſe Faranes. 

Cruel Yaranes! falſe, forſworn Yaranes ! 

Leon. Is this forgetting him? is. this the Courſe: 

VVhich honour bids. thee take ? 

Athen. Ah, Sir, allow 

A little time for Love to make his way 

Hardly he won the place, and many ſighs, 

And many tears, and thouſand Oaths it coſt him. 

And oh 1 find he will'not be diſlodged 

VVithout a groan at parting hence for ever. 

No, no! he vows he wiil not yet-be raz'd 

V.V.ithout whole floods of. grief at his farewell, 
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Which thus 1 ſacrifice! And ah 1-ſwear, 

Had he proved true, þ would as-eaftly' - 

Have cmpty?d all my blood, ! and dy%d to ferve kim, 
As now | ſhed thefe-drops/'or 'vert theſe ſighs, 

To ſhew how well," how perfectly I, lov'd -him: 

Leon. No Woman ſure, but thou, ſo low in Fortune, 
Therefore the nobler js thy::fair Example, | 
Would thus have griey*dg: becauſe! a Prince:ador'd her, 
Nor will it be believed in; after-times, 
That there was ever ſuch -a Maid in being ; 

Yet do 1 advice, : preſerve thy vertue; - 
And ſince he does diſdain thee for his Bride, 
Scorn thou to be 

Athen. Hold, ' Sir, '0h hold; forbear. - 

For my Nice Soul abhors the - very und; 

Yet with the ſhame of that, and the defire 

Of an immortal name, I am inſpir'd / 

All kinder thoughts are fled for ever from me, 
All tenderneſs, as if I ne*ce had lov'd, 

Has left my Boſome colder than - the Grave. 

Leon. On, Athenais ! on, *tis bright before thee, 
Purſue the track, and thou ſhalt be a ſtar. 

Athen. O, Leontins, | ſwear, my noble Father, 
That 1 will ſtarve e're once forgo my Vertue 
And thus ler's- joyn to contradift the World, 

That Empire could not gempt a poor old man 

To fell his Prince the Honour of his Daughter ; 

And ſhe too match*d the Spirit of her Father ; 

Tho? humbly born, and yet more humbly bred 

She for her Fame refus'd a: Royal bed ; 

Who, tho? ſhe lov'd, yet did put off the Nour, 

Nor could her Vertue be betray'd by Pow'r. 

«< Patterns like theſe will guilty Courts improve, 

« And teach the fair to bluſh at conſcious love ; 
« Then let all Maids for Honour come in view, 
«© If any Maid can more for Glory do. 
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ACT 1IL SCENE 1 


Enter Varanes «nd Aranthes: 


V ara. Ome to my Arms, my Faithful, Dear Aranthes, 
Soft Counſellor, Companion of my Youth 
If1 had longer been alone, moſt fure, 
VVith the diſtraction that ſurrounds my heart, 
My hand would have rebelPd againſt his Maſter, 
And done a Murder here. 
Aranth. The Gods forbid. 
Vara. | (wear, | preſs thee with as hearty joy, 
As ever fearful Bride embrac*d her man, 
VVhen from a Dczamof Death ſhe wak*d and found 
Her Lover ſafe and fi:eping by her ſide. 
Aranth. The Caule, my Lord ? 
Vara. Eaily thou know?it laſt Night I went to reſt; 
But log, wy Friend, e*reflumber clog'd my eyes 
Long was the Combat tought, *twixt Love and Glory 
The Fever of my Paſſion burns me up, 
My pangs gr=-w ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled, 
My bed was all a-fl»at with the cold drops 
That mortal pain wrang from my lab'ring Limbs 
My groans moredeepthan others dying gaſps : 
Therefore, | charge thee, haſte to her Apartment z 
IT do conjuce thee tell her, tell her all 
My fears can urge, or fondneſs can invent : 
Tell her how I repent, fay any thing ; 
For any thing Il do to quench my Fires : , 
Say 1will marry her now on theinſtant z 
Say all that 7 would ſay; yet in the Ead 
My Love ſhall make it more than Gos can utter. 
Aran. My Lord ! both Leontine and (he are gon? 
From their Apartment.—.—— 
Vara. Ha ! gone,. fayſt thon ! whither ? 
Arant. That was my whole Employment all this d:y : 
But, Sir, / grieve to ſpeak it, they have left 
No track behind for care to find *cm out 
Nor is it poſſible | 
Vara. It is, it ſhall; 
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I'll ſtruggle with impoſlibilities, 
To find my Arthenais ; Not the Walls 
Of Athens, nor of Thebes, ſhall hide her from me :- 
Pl bring the force of all my Fathers Arms, 
And lay 'em waſte, but Pll redeem my Love. 
O, Leontine { moroſe old Leontine, 
Thou meer Philoſopher f O' cruel Sage, 
Who for one haſty word, one Chollerick doubt, 
Has turn'd the Scale; though in the ſacred Ballance 
My Life, my Glory, and my Empire hung. 
Aran. Moſt ſure, my Lord, they are retir'd to Athens; 
I'will ſend Poſt to Night 
Vara« No, no, Arantbes. 
Prepare my Chariots, for Pl} go in Perſon ; 
1ſwcar till row, till /-began to fear 
Some other might enjoy my Athenass ; 
I ſwear, Idid not know-how much 7lovy'd her ;. 
But let's away, Yllto the Emperaur, _... 
Thou to the haſty managementof my buſineſs. 
Prepare! to day Pl go,. to. day Pil find her : 
No more ; I'll take my leave of Theodofrus, 
And meet thee on the Hypodronye : aWay, 
Let the wild hurry of thy Maſters Love, 
Make quick thy apprebenſion :- Haſte, and leave me. [Exennt; 


SCENEU. 


Pulcheria, Atticas, Leontine, Fotaries leading Athenais in pro. 
ceſſion after her Baptiſm, to br confirm'd. 


Atticns Sings. 


O, Chryſoſtom / look down and ſee, . 

An Off ring worthy Heav'n and thee | 

So rich the Viftim, bright and fair, 

T hat ſhe on Earth appears a Stax : 
Chor. Eudoſia is the Firgins Name, 

And. after times ſpall fing her Fame. 


Atticus Lead Her Fotaries, lead her'in, 
Sings. Her boly Birth does now begin. 
1:Votary .1n humble weeds, but clean array, 


Tour hours ſhalt ſweetly paſs away, 
And when the Rites Divine are paſt, . 


To pleaſant Gardens you ſball haſte- 
2 Votar, 
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Yotar. Where many 4 flowry bed we have, 
That Emblem ſtill to each a Grave : 
And when within the ſtream we look, 
With tears we nſe to ſwell the Brook: 
But Oh, when in the liquid glaſs, 
Our Heav'n appears, we ſigh to paſs ? 
Chor. For Heav'n alone we are deſign'd, 
And all things bring our Heavn to mind. 


Athen. O Princeſs! O moſt worthy of the World, [[Kneels. 
That is ſubmitted by it's Emperour, 
To your moſt wiſe and providential ſway : 
What Gretk, or Roman Eloquence, can paint 
The Rapture and Devotion of my Eoul ! 
7 am adopted yours; you are my Goddeſs, 
That have new-form'd, new-moulded my Conceptions, 
And by the plat-form of a Work Divine, 
New-fram'd, new-built me to your own deſires ; 
Thrown all the Lumber of my Paſſions out, 
And made my heart a Manſion of perfeCtion 
Clean as an Anchorites Grot, or Votaries Cell, 
And ſpotleſs as the glories of his ſteps 
Whom we far off adore ! 

Palch. Riſe, Eudoſia, 
And let me fold my Chriſtian in my Arms. 
With this dear pledge of an Eternal Love 
I Seal thee, O Eudeſ4! mine forever. 
Accept bleſt Charge, the vows of my affetion ; 
For, by the ſacred Friendſhip that 1 give thee, 
I think that Heav*n by Miracledid ſend thee, 
To eaſe my Cares, to help me in my Councils, 
To be my Siſter, partner in my bed; 
And equally, through my whole Courſe of Life, 
To be the better part of thy Pulcheria, 
And ſhare my Griefs and Joys. 

Athen. No, Madam, no ; 
Excuſe the Cares that this ſad Wretch muſt bring you 
O rather let me leave the World for ever ; 
Or if [muſt partake your Royal Secrets, 
If you reſolve to load me with ſuch Honour, 
Let it be far from Cities, far from Courts, 
Where I may fly all humane Converſation 3 
Where 7 may never ſee, nor hear, nor name, 
Nor think, nor dream, O Heav'n ! if poſlible, 
Of Mankind more. 

E & | Pulch, 
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Pulch. What now, in Tears, | Ewdoſia ? 
Athen, Far from the guilt of Pallaces / Oſend me. 
Drive me ! O Drive me from the Traytor man : 
So 1 might *ſcape that Monſter, let me dwell 
In Lyons haunts, or in ſome 'Lygers Den ; | 
Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, 
T hat bellies out, juſt dropping. in the Ocean z 
Bury me in the hollow of its VVomb; 
VVhere, ſtarving on my cold and flinty bed, 
Lmay. from-far, with giddy apprehenſion, 
See infinite Fathoms down the rumbliog deep ? 
Yet not ev*n there, inthat yaſt whirle of Death, 
Can there be found ſo terrible a ruine, | 
As Man : falſe Man, ſmiling deſtruftive Man. 
Pulch. Then thou haſt lov'd, Exdoſia, or my. Siſter ;; 
Still nearer to my heart, ſomuchthe dearer 
Becauſe our Fates are like, and hand in hand 
Our Fortunes lead us through the Maze of Life : 
7 am glad that thou haſt Lov'd ; nay, Lov'd with danger ;, 
Since thov haſt ?*ſcap'd the ruin—— Methioks it lightens, 
The weight of my Calamities, that thou 
(la all things elſe ſo perfetand Divine, ). 
Art yet a-kinto my Inhrmity, 
And bear®ſt thy part in Loves mel >dious ill : 
Love that like bane perfum'd iafes the mind, 
That ſad delight that Cherms all Woman-kind. 
Athen. Yes, Madam, 1confeſs, that Love has charm'd -me,, 
But never ſhallagen. No, J. renounce him z 
Inſpire me all the wrongs of abus'd- Women, p 
All you that have been Cozen'd by. falſe Men: 
See what a ſtridt Example I will make 
But for the perjuries of one I'will revenge ye 
For all that's pa, that's prezent, and to come. . 
Pulch, Othou far more than the moſt Maſculine Vertue !' 
VVhere our Aftrea ; where, Odrowning brightnels, 
VVhere haſt thou been ſo long ? Let me again, 
Proteſt my admiration and my -Eove ; 
Let me declare aloud, while thou art here, 
V Vhile ſuch clear Verine ſhines within our Circle;. 
Vice ſhall no more appear within the Pallace, 
But hide her daz!ed eyes, and this becall'd 
The holy Court : Butloe, the Expperour comes. 


Evter Thendoſms, and: Attendants. 


Beauty like thine may drive that Form awa 
yu y y That 
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That has ſo long entranc'd his Soul — My Lord 

Theod. If yet, alas ! 7 might but hope to ſee her 
But, oh forgive me Heav'n / this wilder ſtart, 

That thus would reach impoſlibility : 

No, no, I never muſt behold her more, 

As well my Attic#s might raiſe the Dead, 

As Leontine ſhould charm that Form in view. 

Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your grief a Cure, 
With purer Flames to draw that cruel Fire 
That tortur*d you ſo long —— Behold this Virgin —— 

The Daughter of your Tutor Leontine. 

Theo. Ha ! 

Puwich. She is your Siſters Charge, and made a Chriſtian, 
And Arhenais is Eudoſia now 
But ſure a fairer never grac'd Religion, 

And for her Vertue ſhe.tranſcends Example. 

Theod. Q all ye bleſt above, how caa this be ? | 
Am 7Tawake,. or is this poſlible ? £ CAthen. Kneels: 

Pulch. She kneels, my Lord, will yo not go and raiſe her ? 

Theo. Nay, do thou raiſe her, for I am rooted here 
Yet if laborious Love and Melancholly 
Have not o'recome me, and quite turn'd me mad, 

It muſt be ſhe ! that naked dazling ſweetneſs : 

The very Figure of that morning Star, 

That dropping Pearls, and ſhedding dewy Beams, 

Fled from the greedy Waves when 7approach'd : 

Anſwer me, Leontine, amlI diſtraCted ? 

Or is this true ? by thee in all encounters 

I will be rul'd, in Temperance and Wildneſs, 

When Reaſon claſhes with extravagance z. 

But ſpeak 

Leon. *Tis true, my Lord, this is my Daughter, 

Whom 1 conceal'd in Perſia from all Eyes 
But yours, when chance direCted you that way- 
Theo. He ſays,. *tis true: Why then this heartleſs Carriage * 
O! were | proof againſt the Darts of Love,. 
And cold to Beauty as the Marble-Loyer 
T hat lies without a thought upon his Tomb 
Would not this glorious dawn of Life run through nie., 
And waken Death it ſelf——Why.am I ſlow then ? 
What hinders now, .but that in ſpite of Rules 
Z burſt through all the bands of Death that hold me, 
CHe Knetlss 


And fly with ſuch a haſte to that Appearance, 
As bury*d Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons ? >" 
63: 


Athen. The Emperour at my Feet z O Sir ! forgive me, 
Drown me not thus with everlaſting ſhame ; 
Both Heav*n and Earth muſt bluſh at ſach a view ; 
Nor can I bear it longer. 
Leon. My Lord, ſhe is unworthy ——— 
" Theo, Ha! what ſay*ſt thou, Leontine ! 
Unworthy ! O thou Atheiſt ro perteFtion 7 
All that the blooming Earrhcould ſend forth fair ; 
All that the gawdy Heay?®ns cou!d drop down glorious ! 
Unworthy ſay*ſt thou ! Wert thou not her Father, 
I ſwear I would revenge——But hafte, and cell me, 
For lovelike mine will bear no ſecond thought, 
Car. all the Honours of the Orient, | 
Thus facrific*d with the moſt pure affefion, 
With ſpotleſs thoughts and languiſhing defies, 
Obtain, O Leontine, (the Crown at laſt) 
To thee, 1 ſpeak, thy Daughter to my Bride ? 
Leon. My Lord, the Honor bears ſuch eſtimation, 
It calls the blood inzomy aged Cheeks, 
And quite ore-wt:e\ms my Daughter with Confuſion ; 
Who with her Body proſtrate on the Earth 
-Ought to adore you for the proffer?d Glory, 
Theo. Let me embrace, andthank thee: O, kind Heay?n ! 
O, Atticus | Pulcheria! O my Father ! 
VVas ever change like mine ? Run through the Streets ; 
VVho waits there ? Run, and low?d as Fame can ſpeak, 
VVith Trumpet-ſounds proclaim your Emperours joy. 
And as of old, on the great Feſtival 
Of her they call the Mother of the Gods, 
Let all work ceaſe, at leaſt an Oaken Garland 
Crown each Plebeian head ; Let ſpritely Bowls 
Be doPd about, and the toſs'd Cimbals ſound : 
Tell*em their much lamented Theodoſins 
By Miracle is brought from death to life : 
His Melancholly's gone, and now once more 
He ſhall appear at the State's Helm again ; 
Nor fear a VVrack white this bright Star direCts us; 
For while ſhe ſhines, no Sands, no cowring Rocks, 
Shall lye unfeen, but 1 will cut my way 
Secure as Neptune through the higheſt ſtream, 
And to the Port in fafety ſteer the VVorld. 
Athen. 'Alas, my Lord, conſider my ExtraCtion, 
VVith all my other wants——— | 
Theo. Peace, Empreſs, peace ! 
No more the Daughter of old Leontine. 


AChriſtian bon, and Partner of the Eaſt. 
Athen. My Father has diſpos'd me, you command me : 

What can I anſwer then but my Obedience. coy 

Theo: —_ n_ oy Pulcheria; and, oh tell her, 
To Morrow, it ſhe pleaſe, | will be happy. CEx. Pulc. «nd Athen. 
© why ſo long ſhould my Joys delay 4 
Time imp thy Wings, let cot the Minntes ſtay, 
But to a moment change the tedious day. 
The day / *twill be an Age before to Morrow : 
An Age, a Death, a vaſt Eternity, 
Where we ſhall cold,. and paſt Enjoyment ye, 


Enter Varanes «nd Aranthes. 


Vara. O, Theodoſins | 

Theo, Ha ! my Brother here! 
Why doſt thou come to make my bliſs run o're ? 
What is there more to wiſh ? Fortune can find 
No flaw in ſuch aglut of happineſs, 
To let one Miſery in—— O, my Faranes ! 
Thou that of late didſt ſeem to walk on Clouds, 
Now give a looſe, let go the ſlacken'd Reing,. 
Let us drive down the Precipice of Joy, 
As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us. 

Vara. My Lord, lam glad to find the Gale isturn'd,. 
And give you joy of this auſpicious Fortune. 
Plough on your way, With all your Streamers out : 
VVith all your glorious Flags and Garlands ride 
Triumphant on Andleave me to the Waves. 
The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the ſure deſtruftion: 
And ready Gulphs that gape to ſwallow me, 

Theo. It was thy hand that drew-me from the Grave, . 
VVho had been dead by this time to Ambition, 
To Crowns, to Titles, and my lighted Greatneſs. 
But ſtill as if each work of thine deſerv'd 
The ſmile of Heav?n thy Theodoſins met 
VVith ſomething dearer than his Diadem, 
VVith all that's worth a wiſh, that*s-worth a life ; 
I met with that which made me leave the world. 

Vera. And 1, O turn of Chance / O curſed Fortune 7 - 
Have loſt at once all that could make me happy. 
O ye too partial Powers! But now no more. 
The Gods, my dear, . my moſt'lov*d T hbeodofons, 
Doubte all thoſe joys that thou haſt met upon thee . 
For ſure thou ar moſt worthy, wortby more. 


Than: 
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Than Fove in all bis prodigality 
Caa e're beſtow in bleſſings on Mankind 
And oh methinks my Soul is ſtrangely moy'd, 
Takes it the more unkindly of her Stars, 
Thar thou and 7 cannot be bleſt together : 
For 1 muſt leave thee, Friend ! this night moſt leave thee, 
To goin doubtful ſearch of what perhaps = 
I ne'ce ſhall find y if fo my cruel Fate 
Has order'd it: VVhy then farewell for ever, 
For l ſhall never, never ſee thee more. 
Theo. How ſenſible my tender ſoul is grown 
Of what you utter ! O my Gallant Friend / 
O Brother ! O Yaranes! Donot judge 
By what I ſpeak? for ſighs will interrupt me ; 
Judge by my Tears, Judge by theſe ſtrit embraces, 
And by my laſt Reſolve : Tho” I have met 
VVith what ia ſilence 1 ſo long ador'd, 
Tho? in the rapture of proteſting joyes, 
I had ſet dowa to morrow for my Nuprtials; 
And Atticus to night prepares the Temple. 
Yet, my Yaranes, I will Rob my Soul 
Of all her health, of my Imperial Bride, 
And wander with thee ia the ſearch of that 
On which thy life depends 
Fara. If fs 1 ſulker, 
Conclude me then begotten of a Hind, 
And bred in VVilds: No, Theodoſius, no ; 
I charge thee by our Friendſhip, and conjure thee 
By all the Gods, to mention this no more - 
Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhall be ſooner here 
Than youexpect, or / my ſelf imagine - 
VVhat moſt l grieve, is that / cannot wait 
To ſce your Nuptials : Yet my Soul is with you, 
And all my adorations to your Bride. 
Theo. VVhat, my FVaranes, will you be ſo cruel 
As not to ſee my Bride before you go ? 
Or are you angry at your Rivals Charms, 
V Vho has already.zaviſht half my heart, 
That once was all your own ? 
Vara. You know I amdiſorder'd - 


iny 


My melancholly will not ſuit her bleſt Condition. CEx. Theo, 


And the Gods know, ſince thou, my Athenats, 
Art fl-d fromtheſe ſick Eyes, all other Women 
To my pall'd Soul ſcem like the Ghoſts of Beauty, 
&ad haunc my memory with the loſs of thee. 


Enter 
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Enter Athenais, Theodoſius leading her, 


Theo. Behold, my Lord, the occaſion of my Joy. 

Vara. O ye immortal Gods / Aranthes! oh ! 

Look there, and wonder : Ha! jg poſlible ? 

Athen. My Lord, the Emperour ſays you are his friend, 
He charges me to ule my intereſt, | 
And beg of you to ſtay, atleaſt ſo long 
As our Eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing ; 

Itold him / was honour'd once to know you ; 

But that ſo ſlightly, as /could not warrant 

The grant of any thing that I ſhould ask you 
Fara. O Heaven ! and Earth! O Athenais | why, 

Why doſt thou uſe me thus ? had / the World 

Thou know'ſt it ſhould be thine. 

Athen. I know not that 
But yet, to make ſure work, one half of it 
Is mine already, Sir, without your giving. 

My Lord, the Prince is obſtinate, his glory 

Scorns to be moy'd by the weak breath of Woman , 

He is all Heroe, hent for higher game; 

Therefore, *tis nobler Sir, tolet him go - 

If not for him, my Lord, yet for my ſelf, 

I muſt intreat the Favour to retire. LEx. Athen. cc. 
Vara. Death ! and deſpair / Confuſion / Hell and Furies. 
Theo. Heav*n guard thy health, and ſtill preſerve thy Vertue. 

What ſhould this mean ? 7 fear the Conſequence, 

For *cis too plain they know each other well. 

Vara. Undone? Aranthes | loſt, undone for ever, 

I ſee my doom, I read it with broad eyes, 

As plain as if 7 ſaw the Book of Fate: 

Yet /will ruſter all my Spicits up. 

Digeſt my griefs, ſwallow the Riſing Paſſions. 

Yes, I will ſtand this ſhock of all the Gods 

Well as 1can, and ſtruggle for my life. 

Theo. You muſe, my Lord: andif you”l give me leave 
To judge your thoughts ; they ſeem employ'd at preſent 
About my Bride: I gueſs you know her too. 

Vara. His Bride! O, Gods! give mea moments patience ! 

I muſt confeſs the ſight of Athenars, 

Where | ſo little did expect to ſee her, 

So grac'd, and ſo adorn'd, did raiſe my wonder, 

But what exceeds all admiration is : 

That you ſhould talk of making her _ Bride ; 


"Tis 


M 


34 THEODOSIUS; 0x, 
"Tis ſuck a blind effeCt of monſtrous Fortune, 
That tho' / well remember you afficm'd it, 

] cannot yet believe - 

Theo. Then now believe me, 

By all the Pow'rs divine, 7 will eſpouſe her. 

YVara. Ha! ſhall leap the bounds. Come, come, my Lord, 
By all thoſe Pow'rs you nam'd, / ſay you muſt not. 

Theo. | ſay, 1 will ; and who ſhall bar my pleaſure? _ 

Yet more, 7 ſpeak the Judgment of my Soul, 
Weigh but-with Fortune Merit in the Ballance, 
And Athenais loſes by the Marriage. 

Vara. Rekntleſs Fates ! malicious cruel Pow'rs! 
O for what Crime do you thus rack your Creature? 
Sir, I muſt tel] you this unkingly meanneſs 
Suits the Profeſſion of an Anchorite well, 

But in an Oriental Emperour 

It gives off:nce; nor can you without ſcandal, 
Without the notion of a groveling Spirit, 
Eſpouſe the Daughter of old Leonrine, 

Whoſe utmoſt Glory is to have been my Tutor. 

Theo. He has ſo well acquitted that Employment, 
Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant height 
Of full perfeftion, and imperial greatneſs, 

That ev*n for this reſpect, if for no other, 
I will eſteem him worthy while 7 live. 

Vara. My Lord, you'l pardon me a little Freedom ? 
For 1 muſt boldly urge in ſuch a Cauſe, 

Who-ever flatters you, tho* ne're ſo near 
Related to your blood, ſhould be ſuſpected. 

Theo. if Friendſhip would admit a cold faſpirion, 
After what I have heard, and ſeen to day, 

Of all Mankind 1 ſhould fuſpe&t Yaraenes. 

Vara. He has ſtung me to the heart ; my groans will choke me, 
Ualeſs my ſtruggling paſſion gets a vent. 
Out with it then——1 can no more Ciſſemble 
Yes, yes, my Lord, ſince you reduce me to 
The laſt neceſſity, I muit contefs it; 

I muſt avow my Flame for Athenais. 

| am all Fire! my paſſion eats me up, 

Ir grows incorporate with my fleſh and blood ? 
My pangs redouble, now they cleave my heatt ? 
O Athtnais ! O Endeſia——-——oh— = 
Though plain ag day I ſee my own deſtruction, 
Yer to my death, and oh let all the Gods 
Bear Witneſs! I {wear 1 will adore thee, 


Theo. 
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Theo. Alas! Varaness Which of us two the H-ay'ns 

Have mark*d for Death, is, yet above the Stars ; 

But while we live lct us preſerve our Friendſhip 

Sacred and juſt, as we have ever done. 

This onely Mean in two ſuch hard Extreams 

Remains for both : To, moarcow. you fhall ſee her, 

With all advantage, in her own. Apartment ; 

Take your own time, fay all you.can to gain her, 

If you can win her, lead her into Perſia; 

If not, conſent that 1 eſpouſe her here. 

Vara. Still worſe and worſe! O Theodoſins.! oh, 

I cannot ſpeak for ſighs, my death. is ſeaPd 

By this laſt ſweetneſs; had. you been leſs good, 

1 might have hop'd ; but now my doom's at hand: 

Go then, and take her, take her tothe Temple : 

The Gods too give you joy. O Athinais / 

Why does thy Image mock my Fooliſh ſorrow ? 

O Theodoſins, do not ſee my Tears: 

Away, and leave me / leave me to the Grave. 

Theo. Farewel; lets leave the iſſue to the Heav*ns, 

I will prepare your way with all that Honour 

Can urge in your behalf, tho? to my Ruine. [Ex. Theod. 
Vara. O, I could tear my Limbs, and eat my Fleſh; 

Fool that I was, fond, proud, vain-glorious fool ! 

Damn'd be all Courts, and treble: damn'd Ambition : 

Blaſted be thy remembrance / Curſes on thee. 

And plagnes on plagues fall on thoſe Fools that ſeek thee. 
Aranth. Have comfort, Sir 
Vars. Away, and leave me, Villain; .. 

Traytor, who wrought me firſt to my deſtruttion— 

Yer ſtay and help me, help me to curſe my pride, 

Help me to wiſh that I had ne*'re been Royal, 

That 7 had never heard the name of Cyrus, 

That my firſt Brawl'in Court had been my laſt. 

Oh that 7 had been born ſome happy Swain, 

And never known a life ſo great, fo vain! 

Where 7 extreams might- not be forc'd to chooſe, 

And bleſt with ſome mean Wife, no 'Crown could loſe : 
Where the dearer Partner of my little ſtate c 


With all her fmiling Off-ſpring' at the Gate, 
Bleſſing my labours,. might my coming wait. 
Where in our humble Beds all. ſafe might-ly, - _ 
And not in curſed Courts for glory dy, —— *-{Exennt. 


F 2 SONG. 
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SONG. 


I 

Hail to the Mirtle Shade, 

All hail tothe s of the Fields ; 

Kings would not here invade 

Thoſe pleaſures that vertue yields. 
Chor. Beauty here opens ber Arms, 

To ſoften the languiſhing mind i 

And Phillis unlocks her Charms ; 

Ah Phillis * ab why ſokind ? 


2 

Phillis, thox Soul of Love, 

Thou joy of the Neight*ring Swains 5 

Phillis that Crowns the Grove, 

And Phillis that pilds the Plains. 
Chor. Phillis, that ne*re had the 5þill, 

To pamt, to patch, andbe fine ; 

Yet Phillis whoſe Eyes can kill, 

Whom Natnre had made Divine. 


Z 
Phillis, whoſe charming Song, 
Makes labour and pains a delight 
Philhs that makes the day young, 
And ſhortens the live-long night. 
Chor. Phillis, whoſe lips like May, 
Still laughs at the ſweets that they bring ;, 
Where Lever never knows decay, 
But fets with Erernal Spring. 


ACT IV. SCENE TIL 
Enter Matcian,. aud Lucius at 4 diftance. 
Marc. H E General of the Oriental Armies, 
Was a Commiſſion large as Fate could give : 
*Tis gone: why what care |: O Fortune, Fortune ! 
Thou laughing Empreſs of this bufie world, 
Marcian defies thee now: 
Why what a thing is a difcarded Fayonrite ? 


He who but now, tho? longing to retire, 
Cou'd not for buſte Waiters be alone, 


Fhrong'd 
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Throng'd in his Chamber, hauntcd to his Cloſet 
Wigh a full Croud, and an Eternal Court , 
When once the fayour of his Prince is turn'd, 
Shun'd as a Ghoſt, the Clouded man appears; 
And all the gawdy worſhippers forſake him z 
So fares it now with me where.e*re | come, 
As if I were another Cataline. 
The Courtiers riſe, and no man will ſit near me, 
As if the Plague were on me all men fly me : 
O Lucius ! Lucius | if thou leav'lt me too, 
I think, I ſwear I think I cou*d not bear it 
But like a ſlave, my Spirit broke with ſuffering, 
Should on theſe Coward knees fall down and beg, 
Once to be great again 
Lac. Forbid it, Heav'n ! 
That e*re the noble Afarcian condeſcend 
To ask of any, but the immortal Gods 
Nay I avow, if yet your Spirit dare, 
Spite of the Court, you ſhall be great as Ceſar. 
Aar. No, Lucius, no the Gods repel that humour. 
Yet ſince we are alone, and muſt e*re long 
Leave this bad Court ; let us like Vetterans 
Speak out— I hou ſay'ſt, alas! as great as Ceſar : 
But where's his greatneſs ? Where is his Ambicion ? 
Ifany ſparks of Vertue yet remain 
In this poor Figure of the Romar Glory ; 
I ſay, if any be, how dim they ſhine, 
Compar'd with what bis great Fore-Fathers were; 
How ſhould he lighten then, or awe the World, 
Whoſe Soul in Courts is but a Lambent-Fire, 
And ſcarce, O Rowe! a Glow-worm in the Field : 
Soft, young, Religious, God-like qualities, 
For one that ſhould recover the loſt Empire; 
And wade through Seas of blood, and walk oe Mountains 
Of ſlaughter*d Bodies to immortal Honour. 
Luc. Poor heart / he pin'd a while ago for Love. 
Marc. And for his Miſtreſs yvow'd to leave the World ; 
But ſome new chance, it ſcems, has chang*'d his migd. 
A Marriage! but to whom, or whence ſhe came,, 
None knows: but yet a Marriage is proclaim'd, 
Pageants prepar'd ; the Arches are adorn'd ; 
The Statues Crown'd; the Hyppodrome does groan 
Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors; 
+ The Theater is open'd too, where he 
And the hot Perſiaz mean to att their Follies. 


Gods! 
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Gods! Gods { Is this the Image of our Ceſars ? 

Is this the model of our Romulus ? 

O why ſo poorly have you ſtampt Rome's glory ! 

Not Romes, but yours f is this Man fit to bear it? 

This waxen Portraifture of Majeſty ! 

Which every warmer paſſion does melt down, 

And makes him fonder than a Woman's longing. 
Luci. Thus much 1 know, to the eternal ſhame 

Of the Imperial blood; this upſtart Empreſs, 

This fine new Queen is ſprung from abjeR -Parents ; 

Nay, baſely born ! but that's all one to- him, 

He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 
Marc. Shall I not ſpeak? Shall 7 not tell him of it ? 

I feel this big ſwollen throbbing Romar Spirit 

Will burſt, unleſs 7 utter what 7 ought. 


Enter Pulcheria with a Paper in her hand, and Julia. 


Marc. Pulcheria here ! why ſhe's the ſcourge of Marcian, 
T tremble too when ever ſhe approaches 
And my heart dances an unuſual meaſure, 
Spite of my ſelf I bluſh and cannor ſtir | 
While ſhe is here What, Lucins, car this mean ? 
"Tis faid Calphurnia bad the hezre of Ceſar : 
Aaguſtus dorcd on the iubtle Evra : 
VVhy then ſhoujd 1 not worltip that fair Anger ? 
Oh didſt thou mark hec when he: frry lighted, 
She ſeem'd all Goddeis; ray, h:r fr owns b«c:rme her, 
There was a beauty in her 'very wilds, 
VVere 1 a man born great as ou? fir!! Founder, d 
Sprung from the blood divine : But 7 am cat 
Beyond all poſſibility of hope. 
Pulch. Come hither, Atarcian / read this Paper o're, 
And roark the ſtrange neglect of Theodoſins: 
He ſigns what-e're [ bring; perhaps you have heard 
To morrow he intends to VVed a Maid of Athens 
New made a Chriſtian, and new ttam*'d Emndeſia ; 
VVhom he more dearly prizes than his Empire : 
Yet inthis Paper he bath fer his hand, | 
And ſeaPd ir too with th? Imperial Signet, 
That ſh& ſhall loſe her head to morrow ' morning. 
arc. *Tis not for me toJudge; ' yet this ſeems ſtrayge——- 
Pulch. 1 know he rather would 'commit a murder, 
On his own perſon, than p:rmit a vein 
Or her to bleed; yer, Aarcian, what might follow 


if 
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If 7 were envious of this Virgins honour, 
By his raſh paſling whatſoever 7 offer 
VVichout a view——ha, but 7 had forgot / 
Julia, let's haſte from this infetious perſon — 
I had forgot that 1ſarcian was a Traytor, 
Yet by the pow'rs divine, I ſwear 'tis pity, 
That one fo form'd by Nature for all honour, 
All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 
The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt courage, 
Should not be honeſt : Fulia, is't not pity ?—— 
O Marcian, Marcian! Tcould weep to think 
Vertue ſhould loſe it ſelf as thine has done. 
Repent, raſh man, if yet*tis not too late, 
And mend thy errors ; ſo farewel forever. [Ex. Pulch. Jul. 
Marc. Frrewel for ever { no Madam, ere I go, 
I am reſfoly'd to ipeak, and you ſhall hear me : 
Then if you plcaſe, take off this Traytors head ; 
End my Commiſſion and my life together. 
Luc. Perhaps you'l laugh at what 7 am going to ſay 
But by your life, my Lord, 7 think *is true : 
Pulcheria loves this Traytour! did you mark her? 
At !ir!: ſhe had forgot your baniſhmeat ; 
Makes you er Covnſellour, and tells her ſecrets, 
As to a Friend; iy leaves them in your hand, 
And ſays, *ctis pity that you are not honeſt, 
VVith ſuch Deſcrijp:ion of your Gallantry 
As none but Love con'd make: Tien taking leave, 
Through the dark laſhes of her darting eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul ar every glance 
Still looking back, as if ſhe ad a mind 
That you ſhould know 'the le'c her heart behind her. 
Marc, Alas ! thou doſt no: know her, nor da 1! 
Nor can the Wit of all man-*::d conceive her, 
But let's away. This Paper is of ule- 
Luc. I gueſs your purpoſe 3 
He is a Boy, and asa Boy you'l uſe him 
There is no other way. 
Marc. Yes, if he be not 
Quite dead with ſleep, for evcr loſt to honour : 
Mazcian with this ſhall cauze him. O, my Lucius ? 
Methinks the Ghoſts of the -ceat Theodoſins, 
And thundring - Conſtantine 21 1-ar betore me : 
They charge me as a Sov ...er to chaſtye him, 
To laſh him with keen w:.:ds from lazy Love, 
And ſhew him how they trod the paths of honour, _—_ 
cene 
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SCENE II, 


Theodoſins! ying on 4 Conch, with two Boys dreſt like Cupids 
ſinging to him az he ſleeps. 


SONG. 


That Calar” Beams did rfl diſplay, 
So peaceful was the happy day. 
The Gods themſelves did all look down, 
The Royal Infant*s Birth to Crown, 
So pleas'd they ſcarce did on the guilty frown, 


Happy day | ah happy day | 
And ob thrice happy hour / 


That made ſach Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Poy'r : 


For thus the Gods declare to men, 
No day like this ſhall ever come agen. 


Enter Marcian with an Order. 


Theo. Ha ! what raſh thing art thou, who ſet'ſt ſo ſmall 
A value on thy life, thus to preſume 


Againſt the fatal Orders 7 have given, 
Thus toentrench on Ceſar's ſolirude, 
And urge me to thy ruine ? 

Marc. Mighty Ceſar, 
I bavetranſgreſt, and for my Pardon bow 
Tothee, asto the Gods when offend : 
Nor can [doubt your Mercy when you know 
The nature of my Crime. 7am Commiſlion'd 
From all the Earth to give thee thanks and praiſes, 
Thou Darling of Mankind / whoſe Conqu'ring Arms 
Already drown the Glory of great Fulins, 
W hoſe deeper reach in Laws and Policy 
Makes wiſe Auguſtus envy thee in Heav'n; 
What meanthe Fates by ſuch prodigious Vertue ? 
When ſcarce the manly Down yet ſhades thy Face, 
With Conqueſt thus roover-run the World ; 
And wake Barbarians tremble? O, ye Gods ! 
Shovid Deſtiny now end thee in thy Bloom, 
Met i1ir!'s 7 ſee thee mourn*d above the loſs 


Of 
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Of lov'd Germanicus, thy Funerals 
Like his are ſolemniz'd with tears, and blood. 
Theo. How, Marcian / 
Marc. Yes, the racing multitude, 
Like torrencs, ſet no bound to their mad prief; 
Shave their Wives heads, and tear off their own hair, 
With wild deſpair they bring their infants out 
To brawl their Parents ſorrow in the Streets : 
Trade is no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtopt; 
Wita ſtones they daſh the Windows of their Temples, 
Pull dowa their Altars; break their houſe-hold Gods ; 
And itii! the Univerſal groan is this, 
Con:2nt. 1ople's loft, our Empires cuin'd : 
Si...; he 13 gone, that Father of his Country 
Si: : he is dead, © life, where is thy pleaſure? 
© Ron: ! ON conqnerdd World, where is thy Glory ? 
Theo. I know thee well, thy Cuſtom and thy manners ; 
Thou doſt upbraid me; but no more of this, 
Not tor thy Life - 
Marc. What's life without my Honour ? 
Could you transform your ſelf into a Gorgon, 
Orc make that beardleſs Face like Fupiter's, 
7 would be heard in ſpight of all your Thunder : 
O puw?r of Guilt, you fear to ſtand the Teſt 
Vaich Vertue brings ; like Sores your Vices ſhake 
Before this Roman-healer : But, by the Gods, 
Before 1 go Pll rip the Malady, 
And ler the Venom flow before your eyes. 
This is a debt to the great Theodoſins, 
The Grandfather of your illuſtrious blood : 
And then farewell for ever. ; 
Theo. Preſuming Marcian ?! ; 
What canſt thou urge againſt my innocence? 
Through the whole Courſe of all my harmleſs youth, 
Ev*n to this hour, I cannot call to mind 
One wicked a& which 7 have done to ſhame me. 
Marc. This may be true: yet if you give the ſway 
To other hands; and your poor Subjects ſuffer, 
Your negligence to them is as the Cauſe. 
O Theodoſins credit me, who know Ws 
The world, and hear how Souldiers cenſure Kings z 
In after-times, if thus you ſhould go on, 
Your memory by Warriors will be ſcorn'd, 
As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd, , 
They will deſpiſe your ſloth, as back ward eaſe, _ 
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More than they hate the others cruelty. 
And what a thing, ye Gods! is ſcorn or pity ? 
Heap on me, Heay*n, the hate of all mankind; 
Load me with Malice, envy, deteſtation : 
Let me be horrid to all apprehenſion, 
And the world ſhun me, to I eſcape but ſcorn. 
Theo, Prithee, no more ? : 
Marc. Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons. z. 
And ſay, thus cruel Nero once reſoly'd 
On Galba's Inſurreftion, for revenge, 
To give all France as plunder to the Arms, 
To poiſon the whole Senate at aFeaſt ; 
To burn the City, turn the wild beaſts out; 
Pears, Lions, Tygers, on the Multitude; 
Ihat ſo obſtrufting thoſe that quench'd the Fire, 
Hz wmizht at once deſtroy Rebellious Rome. 
Theo. O- ccuelty ! why telPſt thou me of this ? 
Am | of ſuch a barb*rous bloudy temper ? 
Marc. Yet ſome will ſay; this ſhew'd he had a. ſpirity, 
However fierce, ayenging, and pernicious, 
That ſayour'd of a Roman; but for you, 
What can your partial Sycophants invent, 
To make you Room among the Emperors ? 
Whoſe utmoſt is the ſmalleſt part of Nere ; 
A pretty Player, one that can aCt a Heroe, 
And never be one. O ye immortal Gods, 
Is this the old Ceſarian Majeſty? 
Now in the name of our great Romulus, 
Why fing you not, and fiddle too as he did? 
Why have you not like Nero a Phenaſcus ? 
One to take care of your celeſtial Voice? 
Ly on your back, my Lord, and on your ſtomach: 
Lay a thin plate of Lead, abſtain from froits ;. 
And when the buſineſs of the Stage is done, 
Retire with your looſe Friends, to coſtly Banquets, 
VVhile the lean Army groans upon the ground. 
Theo. Leave me, 1 ſay; leſt 1 chaſtiſe thee : 
Hence, begon, 7 ſay 
Marc. Not till you have heard me out —— 
Build too like him a Pallace lin'd with gold, 
As long. and large as that to, the Elquiline : 
Incloſe a pool too in it like the Sea, 
And at the Empires coſt let Navies meet : 
Adern your ſtarry Chambers too with Gems, 
Contrive the plated Ceilivgs to: turn. round, 
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With Pipes to cait Ambroſian Oyles upon you ; 

Conſume with his prodigious Vanity, 

In meer Perfumes, and Odorous diltillations, 

Of Siſterces at once 400 Millions, 

Let naked Virgins wait you at your Table, 

And wanton Cupids dance and clap their Wings, 

No matter what becomes of the poor Souldier ; 

So they perform the drudgery they are fit for ; 

Why let *em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 

_ as they go, and lye like Dogs in Ditches. 
Theo. Come, you are a Traytor ! 
Marc. Go too, you are Boy——; 

Or by the Gods 
Theo. If arrogance like this, 

And to the Emperor's face, ſhould ſcape nunpuniſh'd, 

I'll write my ſelf a Cowardy dye then Villain, 

A death too glorious for ſo bad a man, 

By Theodoſins hand. [[Marcian diſarms him, but is wounded. 
Marc. Now Sir, where are you ? 

What in the name of all our Roman Spirits 

Now charms my hand from giving thee thy Fate ? 

Has he not cut me off from all my honours ? 

Torn my Commiſſions, ſham?d me to the Earth, 

Baniſht the Court, a Vagabond for ever? 

Does not the Souldier hourly ask it from me ? 

Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge 'em? 

What hinders now, but that 1 mount the Throne ? 

And make to that this purple Youth my Footſtool ? 

The Armies Court me, and my Countryes Cauſe : 

The Injuries of Rome and Greece perſwade me- 

Shew but this Roman blood which he has drawn, 

They'll make me Emperour whether 7 will or no: 

Did nok for leſs than this the latter Brutus, 

Becauſe he thought Rome wrong'd, in perſon head, 

Againſt his Friend, a black Conſpiracy ? 

And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World? 
Theo. ACt as you pleaſe, 1 am within your Power: 
Marc. Did not the former Brutus for the Crime 

Ot Sextus drive old Tarquin from his Kingdom ? 

And ſhall this Prince too, by permitting others 

To att their wicked Wills and lawleſs Pleaſures, 

Raviſh from the Empire its dear health, 

Well being, happineſs, and ancient glory, 

Go on in this diſhonourable reſt ? 

Shall he, 7 ſay, dream on, _ the ſtary'd Troops, "M 
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Lye cold and waking in the Winter Camp ; 
And like pin'd Birds for want of ſuſtenance 
Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields / 
© temper ! temper me! ye gracious Gods ? 
Give to my hand forbearance; to my heart 
Its conſtant Loyalty ! 1 would but ſhake him, 
Rouze hira a little from this death of Honour, 
And ſhew him what he ſhould be. 

Theo, You accuſe me, 

'As if 1 were ſome Monſter, moſt unheard of: 

Firſt, as the Ruin of the Army / then 

Of taking your Commiſſion : But, by Heav'a 

1 ſwear, O Marcian! this 7 never did; 

Nor e're intended it : Nor ſay 7 this 

To alter thy ſtern uſage ; for with what 

Thou haſt ſaid, and done, and brought to my remembrance, 
1 grow already weary of my life. 

Marc. My Lord, I take your word : you do not know 
The wounds which rage within your Countries Bowels :. 
The horrid uſage of the ſufring Souldier ; 

But why will not our Theodoſins know, 

If you intruſt the Goyernment to others 

That a@ theſe Crimes : Who but your ſelf's to blame? 
Be witneſs, ye Gods! of my plain dealing, 

Of Aarciar's honeſty, how-e*re degraded: 

I thank you for my baniſhment ! but, alas ! 

My loſs is little to what ſoon will follow 3 
Reflect but on your ſelf and your own joys - 

Let not this Lethargy for ever hold you? 

*Twas rumour'd through the City that you loy'd: . 
That your Eſpouſals ſhould be folemniz?d; 

When on a ſudden here you ſend your Orders 
That this bright Favourite, the tov'd Endeſia, 
Should loſe her head. 

Theo. O Heav*n, and Earth / What ſay'ſt thou, 
That 7 have ſeal'd the death of my . Eudoſia ? 

Marc. *Tis your own Hand and Signet: Yetl ſwear, 
\ Tho? you have given to Female hands your ſway, 

And therefore 7 as well as the whole Army 
For ever ought to Curſe all Woman-kind, 
Yet waen the Virgin came, as ſhe was doom'd, 
And on tie Scaffold, for that purpoſe rais'd, 
Without the Walls appear*d before the Army! 
Theo. What, on a Scaffold! ha, before, the Arm; £ 
Marc. How quickly was the tide of Fury turn'd ! 
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To ſoft compaſſion and relenting tears: But when the Axe 
Seyer'd the brighteſt Beauty of the Earth 
From that fair body, had you heard the groan, 
W hich like a peal of diſtant Thunder, ran , 
Through all the Armed Hoſt, you would have thought, 
By the immediate darkneſs that fell round os, 
VVhole Nature was concern'd at ſuch a ſuff*cing, 
And all the Gods were angry. | F 
Theo. O, Pulcheria! 
Crucl ambitious Siſter, this muſt be 
Thy doing. O ſupport me, noble Marciar ! 
Now, now's the time, if thou darſt ſtrike ; behold 
1 off:r thee my Breaſt, -with my laſt breath, 
I'll thank thce too, if now thou drawſt my blood. 
Were I to live, thy Counſel ſhould diceft me; 
But *tis too late— [ He ſwoons. 
Marc, He faints! what, hoa there, Lucius! [Enter Lucius. 
My Lord, the Emperour, Exdoſia lives g 
She's here, or will be in a minute, moment, 
Quick as a thought ſhe calls you to the Temple. 
O Lucius, help——7 have gone too far; but ſee, 
He breathes again—Eudeſia has awak'd him. 
Theo. Did you not name Eudoſia? 
Marc. Yes, ſhe lives; 
IT did but feign the ſtory of her Death, 
To find how near you plac'd her to your heart : 
And may the Gods rain all their Plagues upon me, 
If ever 7 rebuke you thus again: 
Yet *tis moſt certain that you ſign'd her Death, 
Not knowing what the wile Pulcheria offer'd, 
VVho left it in my hand to ſtartle you : 
But by my Life and Fame, 7 did not think 
It would have toucht your life. O pardon me, 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my Emp'ror ! Royal Maſter ! 
Droop not becauſe I utter*'d ſome raſh words, 
And was a Mad man-—-by th' immortal Gods ! 
4 love you as my Soul: what-e*re I ſaid, 
My thoughts were otherwiſe; believe theſe tears 
VVhich do not uſe to flow; all ſhall be well: 
I ſwear that there are ſeeds in that ſweet temper, 
To attone for all the Crimes in this bad 2ge. 
Theo. | thank thee firſt for my Emndoſtas lite. 
VVhat but my Love could have calPd bagk that life 
VVhich thou haſt made me hate, and oh methought 


*T was hard, dcar Marcian, very hard frem thee, 


From 


From him 7 ever reverenc'd as my: Father, 
To hear fo harſh a Meſlage——but no more - 
We are Friends : Thy hand; Nay, if thou wilt not riſe, 
And let me fold my Arms about thy Neck, 
Pll not believe thy Love / In this forgive me; 
Firſt let me wed: Ewdeſia, and we'll out ; 
We will, my General, and make amends 
For all that's paſt - Glory and Arms ye call, 
And Marcian leads me 0h-— 

Marc. Let her not reſt then, 
Eſpouſe her ſtraight; ll ſtrike you at a heat, 
May this great humour get large growtu within you, 
And be encourag'd by the emboldning Gods : 
O what a ſight will this be to the Souldier 
To ſee me bring you dreſt in ſhining Armour, 
To head the ſhouting Squadrons O ye Gods / 
Methinks 7 hear the ecchoing Cries of Joy 
The ſound of Trumpets, and the beat of Drums. 
T ſee each ſtarving Souldier bound from Earth, 
As if ſome God by miracle had rais'd him, 
And with beholding you grow fat again : _ 
Nothing but gazing eyes, and opening mouths ; 
Cheeks red with joy, and lifted hands about you: 
Some wiping the glad tears that trickle down 
With broken 7o's, and with ſobbing raptures, 
Crying to Arms: He's come / our Emp*ror's come 
To win the World. Why is not this far better 
Thaa lolling in a Ladies lap, and ſleeping, 
Faſting, or praying ? Come, come, you ſhall be merry; 
And for Exdoſga, ſhe is yours already : 
AMarcian has laid it, Sir, ſhe ſhall be yours, 

Theo. O Harcian! oh my Brother / Father! all: 
Thou beſt of Friends, moſt faithful Counſellor, 
Pil find a Match for thee too ere I reſt, 
To make thee Love me. For when thou art with me, 
Pm ſtrong and well : But whea thou art gone, I-am nothing. 


Enter Athenais, meeting Theodoſius: 


Theo. Alas ! Eudoſea, tell me what to ſay; 
For my full heart can ſcarce bring forth a word, 
Of that which 1 have ſworn to ſee perform'd. 
Athen, I am perfectly obedient to your pleaſure. 
Theo. Well then I come to tell thee that Yaranes 
Of all man-kind is neareſt to my heart 
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I love him, dear Exdoſia, and toprove 

That love on trial all my blood?s too little ; 

Ev*n thee, it / were ſure todye this moment, 

(As Heav'n alone can tell how far my Fate 

Is off !) O thou my Soul's moſt tender joy, 

VVith my laſt breath 7would bequeath him thee: 
Athen. Then you are pleag'd, my Lord, to yield me to him: 
Theo. No,, my Eudoſia ,, no, I will not yield thee : | 

VVhile 7 have life ; for VVorlds I wil not yield thee. 

Yet, thus far | am engag'd to let thee know, | 

He loves thee Athenasis more than ever. 

He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me z 

And T have paſt my word that he ſhall ſee thee: 
Athen. Ah, Sir, what have you done againſt your ſelf, 

And me? VVhy have you paſt your fatal word ? 

VVhy will you truſt me, who am now affraid 

To truſt my ſelf ? VVhy doyou leave me naked 

To an aſſault, who had made proof my Vertue, 

VVith this ſure guard never to ſee him more, 

For, oh with trembling Agonies /ſpeak it, 

I cannot ſee a Prince, whom oncel loy'd, 

Batin'd in his grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 

In all the violent trances of deſpair, 

VVichout a ſorrow that perhaps may end me. 
Theo. O ye ſeverer Pow'rs too cruel Fate ! 

Did ever Love tread ſuch a maze before ? 

Yet, .Athenais, (till 7 truſt thy Vertue 

But if thy bleeding Heart cannot refrain, 

Give, give thy ſelf away yet ſtill remember, 

That moment Theodoſins is ao more 

CEx. Theo. with Attic. Pulc. Leon; 

Athen. Now glory / now, if ever thou didſt work 

In VVomans mind, aſſiſt me-—Oh my heart ! 

VVhy doſt thou throb, as if thou wer*t a breaking ? 

Down, down, I ſay, think on thy Injuries, 

Thy wrongs! thy wrongs. ?*Tis well my Eyes are drye, 

And all within my Boſom now 1s ſtill. 


Enter Varanes, leaning on Arantlies, 


Ha ! is this he! or ist Paranes Ghoſt? 

He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave, 
Trembling and pale ; 7muſt not dare to view him 3 
For oh | feel his melancholly here, 

And fear 7 ſhall too ſoon partake his fickneſs ! 


Vars. 
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Para. Thus to the angry Gods offending Mortals, 
Made ſenſible by ſome ſevere. allliction, 
How all their Crimes are regiltred in Heay'n, 
In that nice Court, how no raſh words eſcapes, 
But ev'n extrayagant thoughts are all ſet down: 
Thus the poor Penitents with.fear approach 
The reverend Shrines, -and thus for mercy how, [Kneels; 
Thus melting too, they waſh the hallowed Earth, 
And groan to be forgivel————- 
O Empreſs! O Endeſia! ſuch you are now, 
Theſe are your Titles, and I muſt not dare 
Eyer to call you Arhenass more. F 
Athen. Riſe, riſe, my Lord, let me intreat;you riſe, \ | 
I will not hear you in that humble poſture : 
Riſe or / muſt withdraw——The VVorld would bluſh 
For you and me, ſhould it behold a Prince, 
Sprung from immortal .Cyr#s, on his knees 
Before the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher. 
Vara, *Tis juit, you righteous Gods! my doom is juſt ; 
Nor will I ſtrive to deprecate her anger. 
if poſſible 1:1 aggravate my Crimes, 
That ſhe may rage till ſhe has broke my heart - 
For all 7 now deſire, and let the Gods, 
Thoſe cruel Gods that joyn $0 my undoing, 
Be witneſles to this unnatural wiſh, 
Is to fall dead without a wound before her. 

Athen, O ye known ſounds ? But 1 muſt ſteel my foul. 
Methinks theſe Robes, my Delia, are too heavy. ; 
Vara. Not worth a word, a look, nor one regard ! 

Is then the Nature of my fault ſo hainous, 
That when I come to take my eternal leave, 
You'll not vouchſafe to view me? This is ſcorn 
Which the fair ſoul of gentle Arhenais, 
Would ne*re have harbour'd 
O, for the ſake of him, whom you e*re-long 
Shall hold as faſt as now you'r wiſhes form him, 
Give me a patient hearings for how-ever 
4 talk of death, and ſeem to loath my liſe, 
1 wovld deliberate with my Fate a while, 
V Vith ſnatching glances eye thee to the laſt, 
Pauſe o*ce a loſs like that of Athenais, 
And parly with my ruine. 
Arhen. Speak my, Lord, 
To hear you is the Emperor's command ; 
And for that Caufe 1 readily obey. 


Vara. 
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Vare. The Emperor, the Emperor's command ; 
And for that cauſe ſhe readily obeys, 
1 thank you Madam that oa any terms 
You condeſcend to hear me 
Know then, Exdoſia. Ab, rather let me call thee 
By the Lov'd name of Athenais ſtill ; 
That name that 7 ſo often have invok'd ! 
And which was once Auſpitious to my Vows; 
So oft at Midnight figh'd amongſt the Groves, 
The Rivers murmur and the Eccho's burden, 
Which every Bird could ſing and wind did bear ! 
By that dear Name, 7 make this proteſtation, 
By all that's good on Earth, or bleſt in Heay?n: 
I ſwear I love thee more, far more than ever 
With conſcious bluſhes' too! Here help me, Gods, 
Help me to tell her, tho'to my Confuſion, 
And everlaſting ſhamez yet I mult tell her, 
I lay the Perſian Crown before her Feet. 
Athen. My Lord, 1 thank you, and to expreſs thoſe thanks, 
As nobly as you offer 'em, I return 
The guift you make, nor will 7 now upbraid you 
With the Example of the Emp'ror 
Not but I know *tis that that draws you on, 
Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeſty; 
And ſwell the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher 
With hopes of being great. 
Vara. Ah, Madam! Ah you wrong me, by the Gods 
I had repented e're I knew the Emp'ror— 
Athen. You find perhaps too late that Athenass, 
However lighted for her Birth and Fortune, 
Has ſomething in her Perſon, and her Vertue, 
VVorth the Regard of Emperors themſelves, 
And to return the Complement you gave 
My Father, Leontine, that poor Philoſopher, 
VVhoſe utmoſt glory is to have been your Tutor - 
I here proteſt, by Vertue, and by Glory, 
T ſmear by Heav*a and all the Pow*cs Divine. 
The abandoned Daughter of that poor old man 
Shall nere be ſeated on the Throne of Cyrus. | 
Vara, O death to all my hopes! what halt thou ſworn ? 
To turn me wild ! Ah curſed Throne of Cyras, 
VVould thou hadſt been o*return'd and laid in duſt, 
His Crown too thuader-ſtrook. My Father, all, 
The Perſian Race, like poor Dari«s ruin'd, 
Blotted, and ſwept for ever from => world ; 


VVhen 


}* 


When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Remembrance 
Athen. © Heav*n ! I had forgot the baſe affrone 

Offer'd by this proud man! a wrong ſo great, 

It is remoy*d beyond all hope of mercy - 

He had deſign'd to bribe my Fathers yertue, 

And by unlawfnl means 

Fly from my ſight, leſt 7 become a Fury—— 

And break thoſe rules of temperance 7 propos'd, 

Fly, fly, Yaranes / fly this ſacred place 

Where Vertue and Religion are profeſgd : 

This City will not harbour Infidels, 

Traytors to Chaſtity, Licentious Princes, 

Begon, 1 ſay, thou canſt not here be ſafe, 

Fly ro Imperial Libertines abroad ; 

In foreign, Courts thou'lt find a thouſand Beauties 

That will comply for gold, for gold they*ll weep, 

For gold be fond! as Athenais was ; 

And charm. thee ſtill as if they lov'd indeed. 

Thouv'lt figd enow Companions too for riot ; 

Euxuriant all, and Royal as thy ſelf; 

Tho? thy loud. Vices ſhould reſound to heav'n. 

Art thou' not gone yet? 
Vara: No, | am charm*d to hear you : 

O from my Soul 7 do confeſs my ſelf 

The very blot, of Honouryz / am more black 

Than thou, in all thy heart of juſt revenge, 

With all thy glorious Eloquence, canſt make me.. 
Athen. Away, Faranes. | 
Vara. Yes, Madam, 7 am going 

Nay, by the Gods, 7 do not ask thee pardon : 

Nor while. I live will 7 implore thy mercy. 

But when I am dead, if as thou doſt return, 

With happy T wor from the Temple, _. 

If as thou go'ſt in Triumph through the ſtreets, 

Thou chance to meet the cold FYaranes there, 

Born by his Friends to his Eternal home ; 

Stop then, O Athenais! and behold me; 

Say as thou hang'ſt about the Emp*ror*s Neck, 

Alas! my Lord, this fight is worth our pity 

If to thoſe pitying words, thou add a tear,. 

Or give one parting groan—1f poſlible, 

If the good Gods will grant my Soul the freedom, 

PIt leave my ſhrow?d, and wake from Death to thank thee. 
Athen. He ſhakes my reſolution from the bottom : 

My. bleeding Heart too ſpeaks in his behalf;. 
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And fays my Vertue has been too ſeyere. 

Vara. Farewell! O Empreſs : No Athenais, now ; 
I will not call thee by that tender Name ; 

Since cold deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 
And all my Pow'rs are now reſolv'd on Death. 
"Tis ſaid, that from my Youth I have been raſh, 
Chollerick, and hot, but let the Gods now Judge 
By my laſt wiſh, if ever patient man 

Did calmly bear ſo great a loſs as mine ; 

Since *«is ſo doom'd by Fate you muſt be wedded, 
For your own peace, when 7 am laid in Earth, 
Forget that ere Yararnes had a being; 

Turn all your Sovl go Theodoſius boſom + 
Continue Gods their Days,. and make %em long : 
Lucina wait upon their fruigful Hymer, 

And many Children, beautious as the Mother, 
And pious as the Father, make *em ſmile. 

Athen. O Heav*ns! 

Vara. Farewell—P'lI trouble you no more + 
The malady:tbat's lodg*d within grows ſtronger 3 
I feel the ſhock of my approching Fate : 

My heart too trembles at his diſtant march ; 
Nor can I utter more, if you ſhou'd ask me. 
Thy arm, Aranthes | O farewell for ever —— 

Athen. Varanes, ſtay, and ere you go for ever, 
Let me unfold my heart. 

Vara. O, Athenass | 
What further cruelty haſt thou in ſtore 
To add to what 7 ſuffer ? 

Athen. Since it is doom'd 
That we muſt part, let's part as Lovers ſhou'd, 
As thoſe that have lov'd long, and loy'd well. 

Vara. Art thou ſo, good! O Athenais, oh! 

Athen. Firſt from my Soul 7 pity and forgive you; 
I pardon you that baſty little Error, 

Which yet has been the Cauſe, of both our ruines. 
And let this ſorrow witneſs for my heart, 
How eagerly I wiſh it had not been, 
And ſince I cannot keep it, take it all. 
Take all the Love, O Prince, I ever hore you. 
Or if *tis poſlible, PIl give you more 3 
Your noble carriage forces this Confeſſion : 
1 rage ! I burn! I bleed? 7 dye for Love: 
I am diſtracted with this world of paſſion. 
Vara, Gods! cruel Gods / un notice I forgive you 
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Acthen. Alas! my Lord! my weaker tender Sex 
Has not your manly patience; cannot curb 
This Fury in; therefore 7 let it looſe 
Spite of my rigid duty,” 7 will ſpeak 
With all the dearneſs' of a'dying Lover, 
Farewell moſt lovely, and moſt loy'd of men 
Why comes this dying palenefs o're thy Face? 
VVhy wander thus thy eyes? VVhy doſt thou bend 
As if the fatal weight of Death were on thee ? 
Vara. Speak yet a little more z For, by the Gods 7 
And as I prizg thoſe bleſſed happy moments, 
I ſwear, O Athenais ! all is well? 
O neyer better / 
Athen, 1 doubt thee, dear Faraner'; 
Yet, if thou dy'ſt; 7 ſhall not long 'be from thee. 
Once more farewell, and take theſe laſt embraces, 
Oh! I could cruſh him to my heart / Farewell ; 
And as a dying pledge of my laſt Love, 
Take this, which all thy Pray*fs could never Charm; 
VVhat have I done? Oh lead me, lead me, Delia! 
Ah, Prince farewell ! Angels. proteCt and guard thee. 
Vara. Turn back O' Athenaiz! and behold me'! 
Hear my laſt words, and then farewell for eyer: 
Thou haſt undone me more by this confeſſion - 
You fay, you ſwear, you love me more than ever - 
Yet, I muſt ſee you marry'd to another, 
Can there be any plague or hell like this ? 
O Athenai:s! VVhither ſhall F turn me ? 
You have brought me back to life : but oh what life ?' 
To a life more terrible than a tkouſand Deaths ; 
Like one that had been buried in a Trance, 
VVith racking ſtarts, he wakes and gazes round; 
Forc'd by deſpair his whirling- Limbs to .VVound; 
And below. like a Spirit under-ground. 
Still urg?d by Fate, to'turn, to toſs, and rave, 
tormented, daſh'd, and broken in the Grave. 
| [Exeunt, 
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ACT V. SCENE 1. 


Athenais dreſt in Imperial Robes, and Crown'd, a Table with 
4 bowl of Poiſon. ; 


Athen. Midnight Marriage ! muſt 1 to the Temple, 
Thus at the Murderers hour?? Tis wond*rous ſtrange; 
But ſo thou ſay*'ſt my Father has commanded 
And that's Almighty Reaſon. 
Delia. Tl? Emperor in compaſſion to the Prince, 
Who would perhaps fly #0 extravagance, 
If he in Publick ſhould reſqglve to eſpouſe you, 
Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deceive him, 
Athen. Go fetch thy Lute, and ſing thoſe lines I gave thee 
So, now 1 am alone; yet my Soul ſhakes; 
For where this dreadful draught may carry me, 
The Heav®ns can onely tell ; yet 1 am reſolved. 
To drink it off in ſpite of Conſequence, 
Whiſper him, O ſome Angel! what I am doing, 
By ſympathy of Soul let him too- tremble, 
To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrous Love, 
Whoſe Spirit not content with an Ovation 
Of lingring Fate, with Tryumph thus reſoly'd: 
Thus in the rapid Chariat of the Soul 
To mount and dare as never Woman dar'd : 
"Tis done, haſte, Delia, haſte ! come bring thy Lute, [ Drinks. 
And ſing my waftage to immortal Joys, 
Methinks 7 cannot but ſmile at my own bravery, 
Thus from my loweſt Fortune rais'd to Empire, 
Crown'd and adorn'd ! worſhipt by half the Earth,. 
While a young Monarch dyes for my Embraces: 
Yet now to Waye the glories of the World : 
O my FYaranes ! tho* my Birtt*s unequal : 
My Vertue ſure has richly recampenc'd 
And quite out-gone Example ? 


SONG. 


Ah Cruel bloody Fate, 

What canſt thou now da more ? 
Alas, *tis all too late, 
Philander #0 reſtore: 


Why 
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Why ſhould the Heavenly Powers perſwade 
ales ww Mortals a believe, _ 
That they guard ns bere; 
And oy £2 us there, 
Tet all our Foys deceive. 
2 


Her Poinyard then ſhe took, 
And held it in her hand 
And with a dying "look, 
Gy'd, thus I Fate command: 
Philander ! ab wy Love I come, 
To meet thy ſhade below; 
Ah, I come, ſhe Cry'd, 
With a wound ſo Wide, © 
There needs no ſecond blow. 


3 R 
In Purple Waves her blood © 


Ran ſtreaming down the Floor , 
Unmovd ſhe ſaw the flood, 
And bleſt her dying hour : 

Philander ! ah, Philander ! fi// 
The bleeding Phillis cry d, 
She wept 4 while, 
And ſhe forc'd a ſmile ;; 

Then clogd her eyes and dy d. 


Enter Pulcheria- 


Pulch. How fares my dear Exdoſia ? ha, thou look'ſt, 
Orc elſe the Tapers cheat my ſight, like one 
That's fitter for thy Tomb than Ceſar*s Bed, 
A Fatal ſorrow dims thy ſhaded eyes, 
And in deſpight of all thy Ornaments, 
Thou ſeem'ſt to me the Ghoſt of Athenair. 
Athen. And what's the puniſhment, my dear Pulcheris, 
What Torments are allotted thoſe ſad ſpirits, 
Who groaning with the burden of deſpair ; 
No longer will endure the Cares of Life, 
But boldly ſet themſelves at liberty, _ 
Throngi the dark Caves 'of Death to wander on, 
Like vilded Travellers without a Guide, 
Ercrnal Rovers in the gloomy Marze, 
Where ſcarce the Twilight of an Infant Moon, 
By a faint glimmer checkxering through the Trees, 
Retlefts to diſmal view the walking Ghoſts, 
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And neyer hope to reach the bleſſed Fields ? 

Pulch. No more o' that, Articus- ſhall reſolve - Thee, 
But ſee, he waits thee from the Emperour ; 
Thy Father too attendss 


Enter Leontine, Atticus, &e; 


Leont, Come, Athenais! Ha, what now in tears ? 
O fall of Honour, but no more 1 charge thee, 
I chatge thee, as thou eyer hop*ſt my bleſſing, 

Or fear'ſt my Curſe, to baniſh from thy Soul 

All thoughts, if poſſible the memory, 

Of that ungrateful Prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the Temple on this inſtant, 

To make the Emperour thine, this night to wed him; 
And lye within his Arms. 

Athen. Yes, Sir, Ple go 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and F will go, 

Eudoſia, this unhappy Bride ſhall 
Thus like a Victim crown*'d and doom'd to bleed, 
Ile wait you to the Altar, wed the Emperour, 
And if he pleaſes, lye within his Arms, 

Leont. Thou art my Child agen. 

Arthen. But do not, Sir, imagine that any Charms: 
Or threatnings ſhall compel me 
Never to think of poor Yaranes more: 

No, my Varanes :; Nom— 

While 1 have breath, I will remember thee: 

To thee alone, I will my thoughts confine, 

And all my Meditations ſhall be thine, 

The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill, 

Fate and my end, and thy remembrance till, 
As in ſome Pop'lar ſhade the Nightingale 

With piercing moans does her loſt young bewail,, 
Which the rough Hind, obſerving as they lay, 
Warm in their Downy-Neſt, had ſtoln away, 

But ſhe in mournful ſounds does ſtill complain, : 


Sings all the night, tho? all her Songs are vain, 

And ſtill renews her miſerable ſtrain: 

So my Varanes till my death comes 'on 

Shall ſad Ewdoſia thy dear loſs bemoan. (Ex. Athenais, Atticus- 


Scene 
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SCENE [I 


Exter Varanes. 


Vara. 'Tis Night, dead night, and weary Nature lies 
So faſt, as if ſhe never were to riſe - 
No breath of Wind now whiſpers through the Trees; 
No noiſe at Land, nor murmur in the Seas ; 
Lean Wolves forget to howl at Nights pale Noon; 
No wakeful Dogs bark at the filent Moon : 
Nor bay the Ghoſts that glide with horror by, 
To view the Caverns where their bodies lye, 
The Ravens perch, and no prefages give ; 
Nor to the Windows of the dying cleave. 
The Owls forget to ſcream, no midnight ſound, 
Call drowſie eccho from the hollow ground, 
In vaults the walking Fires extinguiſht lye, 
The ſtars, Heay*a Centry, wink and ſeem to dye. 
Such Uaniyerſal ſilence ſpreads below, 
Through the vaſt ſhades where / am doom'd togo 
Nor ſhall I need a violence to wound : 
The ſtorm is here that drives me on the ground ; 
Sure means to make the Soul and Body part, 
A burning Feavyer, and a broken heart. 
What hoa, Ararnthes! [Enter Aranthes. 
1 ſent thee to the Apartment of ... 
Athenais | 1 ſent thee, did 1 not, to be admitted ? 
Aran. You did, my Lord; but oh 
1 fear to give you an account. 
Var. Alas ! 
Aranthes, I am got on the other ſide 
Of this bad World ; and now 'am paſt all fear. 
O ye avenging Gods, 1s there 'a plague 
Among your hoorded Bolts and heaps of Vengeance 
Beyond the mighty loſs of Athenais, 
*Tis contradiction, ſpeak, then ſpeak, Aranthes, 
For all :misfortunes if-compar*d with that, 
Will make FYaranes ſmilew—— 
Aranth. My Lord, the Empreſs, 
Crown'd” and adorn'd with the lmperial Robes, 
At this dead time cf Night with ſilent pomp, 
As they deſign'd from all to keep it ſecret, 
But chicfly ſare from you; 7 ſay the Empreſs 
Is now conducted by the General. 
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Atticus and her Father to the Temple, 
There to eſpouſe th* Emperor, Theodoſins. 
Vara. Sayſt thou ? is't certain! hah. 
Arant. Moſt certain, Sir, | ſaw *%em in proceſſion. 
Vara. Give me thy Sword, Malicious Fate O Fortune ! 
O giddy chance / O turn of Love and greatneſs ? 
Marcy*d! ſhe has kept her promiſe now indeed ; 
And oh her pointed fame, and nice revenge, 
Haye reacht their end. No Aranthes/ no! 
I will not ſtay the lazy execution 
Of a ſlow Feayer, Give me thy hand, and ſwear 
By all the Love and. Duty that thou ow'ſt me 
To obſerve the laſt Commands that I ſhall give thee ; 
Stir not againſt my purpoſe, as thou fear*lt 
My anger and diſdain, Nor dare to oppoſe me 
With troubleſome unneceſlary formal reaſons ; 
For what my thought has doom'd, my hand ſhall ſeal. 
I charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt ro my heart, 
Fixt as the Fate that throws me on the point. 
Tho* 1 have lived a Perſian, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſoly'd 
As any Greek, or Reman of *em all. 
Arant. What you command is terrible but ſacred, 
And to attone for this too cruel duty, 
My Lord, Pl follow you 
Vara. 1 charge thee not ! 
But when I am dead take the attending Slaves, 
And bear me, with my blood diſtilling down, 
Straight to the Temple, lay me! O Aranthes* 
Lay my cold Coarſe at Athenais Feet, | 
And ſay, O why, why, do my eyes run o're! 
Say with my lateſt gaſp I groan'd for pardon ; 
Juſt here my Friend, hold faſt, and fix the Sword 3 
I feel the Artery, where the life blood lies; - 
It heaves againſt the Point—— Now o' ye Gods; 
If for the greatly wretched you have Room, 
Prepare my place, for dauntleſs lo-I come! 
The force of Love thus makes the Mortal wound, 


And Athenais ſends me to the ground- 
[Kills himſelf. 


I Scene 
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SCENE the third, the outward part of the Temples 


Enter Pulcheria 4nd Julia at one door, Marcian and Lucius at 
another. 


Pulch. Look Julia, ſee the penſive Marcian comes 
"Tis to my wiſh, 1 muſt no longer loſe him; 
Leſt he ſhould leave the Court indeed - he looks 
As if ſome mighty ſecret work'd within him, 
And labour'd for a vent, inſpire me Woman, 
That what my Soul delices aboye the world, 
May ſeem impos'd and forc'd on my affeftions 
Luc. I ſay ſhe loves you, and ſhe ſtays to hear it 
From your own Mouth : Now in the name of all 
The Gods at once, my Lord, why are you ſilent ? 
Take heed, Sir, mark your opportunity ; 
For if the Woman lays it in your way, 
And you over-ſee it : She is loſt for ever. 
Marc. Madam, I come to take my eternal leave, 
Your doom has baniſht me, and 7 obey. 
The Court and I ſhake hands, and now we part, 
Never to ſee each other more ; the Court 
Where 1 was born, and bred a Gentleman ; 
No more, till your illuſtrious bounty raisd me, 
And drew the Earth-born vapour to the Clouds : 
But as the Gods ordain'd it I have loſt, 
1 know not how through ignorance, your Grace : 
And now the Exhalation of my glory 
is quite conſum'd and vaniſht into Air. 
Pulch. Proteed, Sir 
Marc. Yet let thoſe Gods that doom'd me to diſpleafe you, 
Be witneſles how much I honour you 
Thus worſhipping I ſwear by your bright ſelf, 
7 leaye this Infamous Court with more content, 
Than Fools and Flatterers ſeek it. But, oh Heaven ! 
7 cannot go if ſtill your hate purſues me, 
Yes, 1 declare it is impoſlible, 
To go to baniſhment without your pardon. 
Pulch. You have it; Marciav, is there oupzht beſice, 
That you would ſpeak, for 1 am free to hear. 
Marc. Since I ſhall never ſee you more, what hinders, 
But my laſt words ſhould here proteſt the truth, 
Know then Imperial Princes, matchleſs Woman, 
Since firſt you caſt your eyes upon my meanneſs, 
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Eva till you raigd me to my envy'd height, 
I have in ſecret lov'd you—— 
Pulch., Is this, Marcian? 
Marc. You frown! but 7 am ſtill prepard for all; 
I fay I lov'd you, and I love you ſtill, 
More than my life, and equal to my Glory 3 
Methinks the Warring Spirit that inſpires 
This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome / 
That makes me talk without the Fear of Death, 
And drives my daring Soul to aQts of honour, 
Flames in your eyes! our thoughts too are a-kin, 
Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for glory - 
Now, by the Gods! I loy'd you in your Fury, 
In all the thunder that quite riv'd my hopes, 
I loy'd you moſt eva when you did deſtroy; me. 
Madam, Pve ſpoke my heart, and cowd ſay, more ; 
But that 7 ſee it grieves you, your high blood 
Frets at the arrogance and ſawcy pride 
Of this bold Vagabond : may the Gods forgive me: 
Farewell; a worthier General may ſucceed me ; 
But none more faithful to the Emperors intereſt, 
Than him you are pleas'd to call the Traytor, Marcia 1. 
Pulc, Come back, you have ſubtilly play'd your part indeed; 
For firſt, th* Emperor, whom you lately ſchooPd, 
Reſtores you your Commiſſion-z next commands you, 
As you're a Subject not to leave the Court. 
Next, but oh Heay'n/ which way ſhalll expreſs 
His cru:1 pleaſure, he that is ſo mild 
In all things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 
Spite of my tears, my Birth, and my Diſdain, 
Commands me, as 1 dread his high diſpleaſure, 
O Marcian / to receive you as my Husband. 
Marc. Ha, Lucins! what, what does my Fate intend ? 
Luc. Purſue her, Sir, tis at 7 ſaid, ſhe yields, 
And rages that you follow her no faſter ! 
Pulc. Is then at laſt my great Authority, 
And my intruſted Pow'r declin'd to this? 
Yet oh my Fate, what way can 1 avoid it/ 
He charg'd me ſtreight to wait him to the Temple ; 
And there reſolve! O Marcian! on this Marriage. 
Now generous Souldier, as yoy're truly noble; 
O help me forth, loſt in this Labyrinth , ; 
Help me to looſe this more than Gordian Rnot, , 
And make me and your felf for ever happy. 


Merc. Madam, Ill ſpeak as briefly ag I can, 
I 2 And 
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And as a Souldier ought, the onely way 
To help this knot is yet to tye it faſter, 
Since then the Emperor has reſoly'd you mine, 
For which 7 will for ever thank the Gods, 
And make tbis Holiday throughout my life, 
I take bim at his word, and claim his promiſe ; 
The Empire of the World ſhall not redeem you. 
Nay, weep not Madam, though my outſide*s rough, 
Yet by thoſe Eyes your Souldier has a heart 
Compaſſionate and tender as a Virgins, 
Ey*n now it bleeds to ſee thoſe falling ſorrows, 
Perhaps this grief may move the Emperour 
To a Repentance! Come then to the Tryal ; 
For by my Arms, my Life, and dearer honour, 
If you go bark when given me by his hand, 

In diſtant! Wars my Fate I will deplore, 

And Marcian's Name ſhall ne*ce be heard of more. [Exeurt. 


SCEN E the Tenyle. 


Theodoſius, Athenais, Atticus joyning their hands —— Marci- 
an, Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, cc. Leontine. 


Attic. *The more than Gordian knot is ty'd, 
Which Deaths ſtrong Arm fall nere divide, 
For when to bliſs ye wafted art, 
Tour Spirits ſhall be Wedded there, 
Waters are loſt, and Fires will dye, 
But Love. alone can "Fate dcfie. 


Enter Arantthes with the Body »f Varancs: 


" Aranth. Where is the Emprefs? where ſhall I find Eudoſia? 
By Fate 4 am -ſent to fell that cruel Beauty, | 
She has robb'd the Woerldof Fame; her eyes have giv*n 
A blaſt to the Hig bloſſom of the War ; 

Behold him there nipt in. his Flowry Morn, 
Compel'd to break his promiſe- of a day ; 
A day that conqueſt wou!d have made her boalt, 
Behold her Lawrel wither'd to the Root 
Canker'd and kilPd by Atbenars ſcorn. 
Athen. D:ad !. dead, VYaranes / 2 
Theo.+O ye Eternal Pow'rs 
That guide the World.” why do yeu ſhock our Reaſon, 
With acts like "theſe that lay our thovghts in duſt ? 
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Forgive me Heay*n this ſtart, or elevate 
Imagination more, and -make it nothing. 
Alas ! alas, FYaranes! But ſpeak, Aranthes, 
The manner of his Fate: Groans choak my words; 
But ſpeak, and we will Anſwer thee with Tears. 
Aran. His Feaver would no doubt by this'have done 
What ſome few minutes paſt his Sword perform'd, 
He heard from me your progreſs to the Temple, 
How you deſign'd at midnight to deceive him, 
By a Clandeſtine Marriage : But, my Lord, 
Had you beheld his Racks at my Relation, 
Oc had your Empreſs ſeen him in thole Torments, 
When from his dying Eyes ſwoln to the brim 
The big round drops rowl'd down his manly Face ; 
When from his hollowed Breaſt a murmuring Croud 
Of groans ruſh'd forth, and eccho'd all is well : 
Then had you ſeen him O ye cruel Gods / 
Ruſh on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, 
And dye it to the Hilts with theſe laſt words——- 
Bear me to. Athenass 
Athen. Give me way, my Lord, 
I have moſt ſtritly kept my promiſe with yon, 
1 am your Bride, and you canask no more, 
Or if you did, 1 am palt the power to give : 
But here / oh here! on his cold bloody Breaſt, 
Thus let me breath my laſt. 
Theo. O Empreſs, what, what can this tranſport mean? 
Are theſe our Nuptials / theſe my promigs?d Joys ? 
Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpect 7 pay 
Theſe ſad remains —And oh thou mighty Spirit, 
If yet thou art not mingled with the Stars, 
Look down and hear the wretched Atbenars, 
When thou ſhalt know before I gave conſent 
To this indecent Marriage, I had taken 
Into my Veins a cold and deadly draught, 
Which ſoon would reader me, alas, unkt 
-*For the warm Joys of an Imperial Lover, 
And make me ever thine! yet keep my word 
With Theodoſins : Wilt thou not forgive me? 
Theo. Poilon'd to free thee from the Emperor ! 
Oh, Athenais' thou haſt done a deed 
That tears my heart ! what have I done againſt the? 
That thou ſhou'dſt brand me thus with Infamy 
And everlaſting ſhame ! Thou mightſt have made 
Thy choice without this cruel att of Death 
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I left thee to thy will, and in requital 
Thou haſt murder'd all my Fame—— 
 Athen. O pardon me?! 
i lay my dying body at your Feet, 
And beg, my Lord, with my laſt ſighs intreat you 
To impute the faulr, if *tis a fault, to love 
And the ingratitude of Athenais, 
To her too cruel Stars; Remember too, 
7 beg'd you would not let me ſee the Prince, 
Preſaging what has happen'd; yet my word, 
As to our Nuptials was inviolable. 
Theo. Ha? ſhe is going ? ſee her languiſhing eyes 
Draw in their Beams, the ſleep of Death is on her. 
Athen. Farewell, my Lord! alas! alas, Yaranes. 
To embrace thee now is not immodeſty ; 
Or if it were, I think my bleeding heart, 
Would make me criminal in death to claſp thee, 
Break all the tender niceties of honour, 
To fold thee thus, and warm thee into life, 
Fos oh what 'man like him con'd woman move ? 
O Pcince beloy'd! O Spirit moſt divine ! 
Thus by my death, 7 give thee all my Love. 
And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thine———— [_Dxes., 
Theo. O Marcien! O Pulcheria! did not the Pow'c 
Whom we adore plant all his Thunder-bolts 
Againſt felf-Murderers, 7 would periſh too : 
But as I am | ſwear to leave the Empire: 
To thee my Siſter I bequeath the World 
And yet a gifc more great the gallant Adarciar ! 
On then, my Friend, nw {h:#- thy Romaz Spirit : 
As to her Sex, fair Athenais was, 
Be thou to thine a rattern of true honour, 
Thus we'll atrone for all the preſent Crimes, 
That yet it may be faid in after-times ; 
No age with ſuch Examples cou'd compare, 
SO gieat, ſo good, fo vertuous, and lo fair. 


[ Ex. Onmes. 
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Hrice happy they that nevy writ before ;; 
How pleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer (hore : 
Like ſome new Captain of the City Bands, + 
That with big looks in Finsbury Commands, 
SwelPd with hnge Ale he Cries, beat, beat a Drum, 
Pax © the French-King, nds bud let him come : 
Give me ten thouſand Redcoats, and allos, 
Well firk his Crequi and his Conde too, 
Thus the young Scriblers, Menkinds ſenſe diſdain; 
For ignorance is ſure to make 'em vain, 
But far from Vanity, or dang'rous pride, 
Our cautious Poet courts you to his ſide : 
For why ſhonld you be feorn'd, to whom are due, 
All the good days that ever Authors knew. 
If ever gay, *tis you that make 'em fine; , 
The Pit and Boxes make the Poet dine, © 
And he ſcarce drinks but*f the Criticks Wine, 
Old Writers ſhould not for vain glory ſtrive, 
But like old AMiſtreſſes think how to thrive, 
Be fond of evry thing their Keepers ſay, 
At leaſt till they can live without a Play. 
Like one -that knows the Trade, and has been bit; | 
She doats and fawns upon her wealthy Cit ; & 
And ſwears ſhe loves him meerly for bis Wit, 
Another more untaught than a Walloon, 
Antick_ and ugly, bike an old Baboon 
She ſwears is an accompliſht Beau-garſon, 
Turns with all winds, and ſails with all deſires 1 
All hearts in City, Town, and Court, ſhe fires, 8 
Young callow Lords, lean Knights, and driv ling Squires. 
She in reſiſtleſs flattery finds her ends, 
Gives thanks for Fools, and makes ye all her Friends, 
So ſhould wiſe Poets ſooth an awkard Age, 
For they are Proſbitutes upon the Stage : 
To (tand on points were fooliſh and ill. bred, 
As for a Lady to benice in Bed: 
Your wills alone muſt their performance meaſure, 
And you may turn 'em every way. for pleaſure. 


-— 


Pro» 


PROLOGUE. 


IT long oppreſt, and fild at laſt with rage, 
Thus in @ ſulle? mood rebukes the Ape. 

What loads of Fame do modern Hero's bear, 
For an inglorious, long, and lazy War? 

Who for ſome Shirmiſh or a ſafe Retreat, 

(Not to be dragg*d to Battle) are cald Great. 

But oh, what do ambitions States-men pain ! 

Who into private Cheſts whole Nations drain? 

What ſums of Gold they board is dayly known, 

To all mens coſt, and ſometimes to their own. 


Your Lawyer too, that like an O Yes bauls, C 


That drowns the Market- Higler in the Stalls, 

That ſeems begot, conceiv'd, and born in brawls ; 

Yet thrives : He and his Crowd get what they pleaſe, 
Swarming all Term-time thro) the Strand like Bees, c 
They buz at Weſtminſter, and lye for Fees. 

The godly too their ways of getting have; 

But none ſo much as your Phanatick, Knavwe : 

Wiſely the wealthieſk Livings they refuſe, 

Who by the fatteſt Biſhopricks wou'd looſe ;, 

Who with ſhort hair, large Ears, and ſmall blue Band, 
True Rogues, their own, not Gods Elett, command. 

Let Pigs then be profane; but Broths allow'd, 

Poſſets aud Chriſtian Caudles may be good, c 
AMeet helps to reinforce a Brothers blood ;; ; 
Therefore each Pemale Saint he does adviſe, 

With groans, and hums, and ha's, and gogling eyes, £ 
To rub him down, and make the Spirit riſe. 

While with his zeal tranſported, from the ground 

He meunts, and ſanttifies the Siſters round, 

On Poets onely no kind Star Ore ſmil'd; 

Curſt Fate has damn'd *em every Mothers Child: 
Therefore he warns his Brothers of the Stage 

To write no more to an ingrateful age. 

Think what penurious Maſters you have ſervd; 

Taſlo ran mad, and noble Spencer ſtary'd : 

Turn then, who &re then art that canſt write well, 

Thy ink to Gaul, and in- Lampoons excell, 

For ſwear all honeſty, traduce the Great, 

Grow impudent, and rail againſt the State y 

Burſting with ſpleen, abroad thy Paſquils ſend, | 
Hnd ciuſe ſeme Libel-ſpreader for tly Friend : 
The Wit ard Want ef Timan point thy mind, 
And for thy Satyr.ſnbjeft chuſe Mankind. 
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